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The Seventh Book of tlie 


The ARGUMENT. | 

King Latinus entertains Aineas, and ſes him his 
only Daughter, Lavinia, the Heireſs of bis Crown. 
Turnus being in Love with her, favour'd by ber Mo- 
ther, and ſtir d up by Juno, aud Alecto, breaks rhe 
Treaty which was made, and engages in his Quarrel, 

| Mezentius, Camilla, Meſſapus, and many other of the 


Neighbouring Princes ; whoſe Farces and the Names of 
© their Commanders are particularly relatel. 


* 


IND thou, O Matron of Immortal Fame! 
Here Dying, to the Shore haſt left th, 

Name: — ol 
Cajera ſtill the place is call'd from che, 1 
The Nurſe of great Aneas Infancy. 7 
Here reſt thy Bones iti rich Heſperia's Plain, f 
Thy Name (tis all a Ghoft can have) remains. 

Now, when the Prince her Fun' ral Rites had | ic 4 1 
He plough'd the Trrbene Seas with Saits diſplay c. 


3) 
==} 


\ 


Y 
1 0 ii 
— — 


| 


IPD 
* 
* 


* 


2 | 
2 Kory 
* * 4 

=» - 4 | 

4 I * +: 

S. N * 


$80 7 IRGHTLI's Ea. VI 
From Land a gentle Breeze aroſe by Night, 


Serenely ſhone rhe Stars, the Moon was bright, 10 ; 
And the Sea trembled with her Silver Light: 


Now near the Shelves of Circe's Shores they run, 
(Crree the rich, the Daughter of the Sun) 

A dang'rous Coaſt: The Goddeſs waſts her Days 

In joyous Songs, the Rocks reſound her Lays: 15 
In ſpinning, or the Loom, he ſpends the Night, 

And Cedar Bands ſupply her Father's Light. 

From hence were heard, (r ebellowing to the Main,) 
The Roars of Lyons that refuſe the Chain, 6 

The Grynts of Briſtled Boars, and Groans of Bears, 20 The 


. And Herds of Howling Wolves that tun the Sailors Ears. Tha 
Theſe from their Caverns, at the cloſe of Night, 4 'To 1 
Fill the fad He with Horror and Affrighht. The 

A Darkling they mourn their Fate, whom Girce's Po wr # Gli 

T hat watch'd the Moon, and Planetary Hour) 25 I 

With Words and wicked Herbs, from Human Kind An 

Had alter'd, and in Brutal Shapes confin d. Rel 
Wbich Monſlers, leſt the Trojans pious, Hot l 3 Dec 
Shou'd bear, or touch upon th inchanted Coaſts | FF WI 
Propitious: Neptune ſteer d.thei Fr Courſe by N ight, 5 5 An 
With ng. Gales, . that ET their happy F ligt. 5 Th 
Supphy'd with theſe, they kim the a eu * An 
And heat the ſwelling Sur es vainly. roar. , Ts BS 
Now when the xoſie Morn began to riſes... W 


And, way'd her Saffron Streamer theo! the Sees 35 Ar 
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When Thetis bhaſh'd in Purple, not her own, 

And from her Face the breathing Winds were blown: 

A ſudden Silence fate upon the Sca, | 

And ſweeping Oars, with Strugling, urge their War 
The Trojan, from the Main beheld a Wood, 40 

Which thick with Shades, and a brown Horror, ſtood: 

Betwixt the Trees the Thyber.tobk his Courſe, / 

With Whirlpools dimpFd; and with downwatd Force 

That drove the Sand along, he took his Way, 

And rowPd his yellow Billows to the Ses. 47 

About him, and above, and round the Wood, 

The Birds that haunt the Borders of his Flood; 

That bath'd within, or bask'd upon his fide, 

To tuneful Songs their narrow Throats apphy'd. 

The Captain gives Command, the joyful Train 50 

Glide thro' che gloomy Shade, and leave the Main. 
Nou, Erato, thy Poet's Mind inſpire, 

And fill his Soul with thy Cœleſtal Fire. 

Relate what Letzren was, her ancient Kings: | 

Deelaxe the paſt, and preſent State of thing, ßfy 

When firſt the Trojan Fleet Anſonie ſought 51) hh 

And how the Nals lov'd, and how they fought. 

Theſe are my Theme, and how the War many” 4 

And how concluded by the Godlike Man. > $13 

For I ſhall ſing of Battels, Blood and Hagey 22G0 "IF 


Which Princes, and their People did engage | 


And haughty Souls, that mov'd with mutual Has 15 


In fighting Fields purſu'd and found their Fate: 
Oo 3 


752 FIRGT EL . 


That rouz d the Tyrrbene Realm with loud Alarms, 


A larger Scene of Action is diſplay'd, 
And, riſing hence, a greater Work is weigh'd. 
Latinus old and mild, had long poſſeſs'd 
The Latian Scepter, and his People bleſs'd: 
His Father Fauns : a Laurentian Dame 70 
His Mother, fair Marica was her Name. | 
But Faunus came from Picus, Picus drew 
His Birth from Saturn, if Records be true. 
Thus King Latinus, in the third Degree, 
Had Saturn Author of his Family. 77 
But this old peaceful Prince, as Heav'n decreed, | 
Was bleſs'd with no Male Iſſue to ſucceed: 
His Sons in blooming Youth were ſnatch'd by Fate; 
One only Daughter heir'd the Royal State. 
Fir'd with her Love, and with Ambition led, 80 
The neighb'ring Princes court her nuptial Bed. 
Among the Crowd, but far above the reſt, 
Yqung Turnus to the Beauteous Maid addreſs'd. 
Turnus, for high Deſcent, and graceful Meen, 


Was firſt, and favour'd by the Latian Queen: 87 | 


With hjm ſhe ſtrove to join Lavinia's Hand: 
But dire Portents the purpos'd Match withſtand. 

Deep in the Palace, of lang Growth there ſtood 
A Lawrel's Trunk, a venerable Wood; 


Where Rites Divine were paid; whoſe holy Hair 90 


Was kept, and cut with W ſtitious Care, 


Vet! 


i Min. \ 


This F 


And peaceful Italy involv'd in Arms. 67 1 Then 
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711, | An. VII. E NE 18. 773 
f This Plant Larinus, when his Town he wall'd, 
Then found, and from the Tree Laurentum call'd: 
And laſt in Honour of his new Abode, 
He vow'd the Lawrel, to the Lawrel's God. of 
It happen'd once, (a boding Prodigy,) 
A ſwarm of Bees, that cut the liquid Sky, 
70 f Unknown from whence they took their airy flight, 
= Upon the topmoſt Branch in Clouds alight : 
There, with their claſping Feet together clung, 100 
; And a long Cluſter from-the Lawrel hung. 
An ancient Augur propheſy'd from hence : 
7 | Behold on Latian Shores a foreign Prince! 
From the ſame parts of Heav'n his Navy ſtands, 


67 


: To the ſame parts on Earth: his Army lands; 105 
The Town he conquers, and the Tow'r commands. 
Vet more, when fair Lavinia fed the Fire 
s Before the Gods, and ſtood beſide her Sire; 
Strange to relate, the Flames, involy'd in Smoke 
Of Incenſe, from the ſacred Altar broke; 110 
Caught her diſhevell'd Hair, and rich Attire 
: Her Crown and Jewels crackled in the Fire: 
From thence the fuming Trail began to ſpread, 
And lambent Glories danc'd about her Head. 
This new Portent the Seer with Wonder views; 115 
Then pauſing, thus his Prophecy renews. 
The Nymph who ſcatters flaming Fires around, 
Shall ſhine with Honour, ſhall her ſelf be crown'd : 


774 ITR OIL En, VII. 4 

But, caus d by her irrevocable Fate q 

War ſhall the Country waſte, and change the State. 

Latiuus, frighted with this dire Oſtent. 121 

For Counſel to his Father Faums went: 7 

And ſought the Shades renown'd for Prophecy, 

Which near Albunea's ſulph'rous Fountain lye. J 

To theſe the Latian, and the Sabine Land 127 q 

Fly, when diftreſs'd, and thence Relief demand. . 

The Prieſt on Skins of Off rings takes his Eaſe; 

And nightly Viſions in his Slumber ſees: 

A ſwarm of thin aerial Shapes appears, 

And, flutt'ring round his Temples, deafs his Ears: 130 

Theſe he conſults, the future Fates to know, 

From Pow'rs above, and from the Fiends below. 

Here, for the Gods advice, Latinus flies, 

Off'ring a hundred Sheep for Sacrifice: 

Their wooly Fleeces, as the Rites requir d., 135 
He laid beneath him, and to Reſt retir'd. 

No ſooner were his Eyes in Slumber bound, 

When, from above, a more than Mortal Sound 

Invades his Ears; and thus the Viſion ſpoke: 

5 


Seek not, my Seed, in Latian Bands to Yoke 
Our fair Lavinia, nor the Gods provoke. 

A foreign Son upon the Shore deſcends, 

W hoſe Martial Fame from Pale to Pole extends. 
His Race in Arms, and Arts of Peace renown'd, 

Not Latium hall contain, nor Europe bound: '145 6 
Tis theirs what c'er the Sun ſurveys around. 
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The King himſelf divulg'd, the Land believ'd: 
The F ame thro all the Neighb'ring Nations flew, 


; When now the Trojan Navy was in view. 170 


{Beneath a ſhady Tree the Heroc ſpread 
His Table on the Turf, with Cakes of Bread; 0 
And, with his Chiefs, on Foreſt Fruits he fed. 
They ſate, and (not without the God's Command) 
Their homely Fare diſpatch'd; the hungry Band 155 
Invade their Trenchers next, and ſoon devour, 
To mend the ſcanty Meal, their Cakes of Flow'r. 
Aſcanius this obſery'd, and, ſmiling, ſaid, 
See, we devour the Plates on which we fed. WJ: +: 
The Speech had Omen, that the Trojan Race 160 
Shou q find Repoſe, and this the Time and Place. 
FEneas took the Word; and thus replies; 


(Confeſſing Fate with Wonder in his Eyes) 


All hail, O Earth! all hail my houſhold Gods, 
Behold the deſtin'd place of your Abodes! 16f 
For thus Auc biſes prophecy'd of old, | | 
And this our fatal place of Reſt foretold. 

e. When on a Foreign Shore, inſtead of Meat, 

4 By! Famine forc'd, your Trenchers you ſhall eat; 

“ Then Eaſe your weary Trojans will attend: 170 


4 And the long Labours of your Voyage end. 
0 Remember on that happy Coaſt to build: 
b. And with a Trench incloſe the fruitful F ield. 


N 
Fs I TRG ITL. En. VII. 
This was that Famine, this the fatal place, | 
Which ends the Wand'ring of our exil'd Race. 1757 
Then, on to Morrow's Dawn, your Care employ, 
To ſearch the Land, and where the Cities lye, 8 
And what the Men; but give this Day to Joy. 
Now pour to Fove, and after Fove is bleſt, 
Call great Ane hiſes to the Genial Feaſt : 180 
Crovn high the Goblets with a chearful Draught; 
Enjoy the preſent Hour, adjourn the future Thought. 
Thus having ſaid, the Heroe bound his Brows 
With leafy Branches, then perform'd his Vows: 
Adoring firſt the Genius of the Place, 187 
Then Earth, the Mother of the Heav'nly Race; 
The Nymphs, and native Godheads yet unknown, 


And Night, and all the Stars that guild her Sable Throne. 
And ancient Obel, and Iaan Jove; 


And laſt his Sire below, and Mother Queen above. 


Then Heav'ns high Monarch thundred thrice aloud; 
And thrice he ſhook aloft, a Golden Cloud. 


Soon thro? the joyful Camp a Rumor flew, 

The time was come their City to renew: 

Then ev'ry Brow with chearful Green is crown'd, 1 95 

The Feaſts are doubl'd, and the Bowls go round. 
When next the roſie Morn diſclos'd the Day, 

The Scouts to ſev'ral parts divide their Way, 

To learn the Natives Names, their Towns, explore 

The Coaſts, and Trendings of the crooked Shore: 200 


199 


„ 
0 


5 
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| Here Tyber flows, and here Numicus ſtands, 
Here warlike Latins hold the happy Lands. 


The Pious Chief, who ſought by peaceful Ways, 
To found his Empire, and his Town to raiſe 


A hundred Youths from all his Train ſelects, 205 
2 And to the Latian Court their Courſe directs: 
(The ſpacious Palace where their Prince reſides; ) 


And all their heads with Wreaths of Olive hides. 


They go commiſſion'd to require a Peace 

And carry Preſents to procure Acceſs. 110 
b Thus while they ſpeed their Pace, the Prince deſigns 
The new elected Seat, and draws the Lines: 


The Trajans round the Place a Rampire caſt, 


And Paliſades about the Trenches plac'd. 


Mean time the Train, proceeding on their way, 215 
From far the Town, and lofty Tow'rs ſurvey : 
At length approach the Walls: without the Gate 


| They ſee the Boys, and Latian Youth debate 


The Martial Prizes on the duſty Plain 


| Some drive the Cars, and ſome the Courſers rein: 220 
Some bend the ſtubborn Bow for Victory; 
And ſome with Darts their active Sinews try. 


A poſting Meſſenger diſpatch'd from hence, 

Of this fair Troop advis'd their aged Prince; 

That foreign Men, of mighty Stature, came; 225 
Uncouth their Habit, and unknown their Name. 
The King ordains their entrance, and aſcends 


His Regal Seat, ſurrounded by his Friends. 


* 
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The Palace built by Piers, vaſt and proud, irt 
Supported by a hundred Pillars ſtood: 230 5 et. 
And round incompaſs d with a riſing Wood. For 
The Pile o erloo d the Town, and drew the ſgbt; | " Till! 


Surpriz'd at once with Reverence and Dolight. 


There Kings receiv'd the Marks of Sov'raign Pow'r: 


In State the Monarchs march'd, the Lictors bore 
Their Awful Axes, and the Rods before. 236. 
Here the Tribunal ſtood, the Houſe of Pray'r 

And here the ſacred Senators repair: 

All at large Tables, in long order ſet, 

A Ram their Off 'ring, and a Ram their Meat. 240 
Above the Portal, Carv'd in Cedar Wood, 

Plac'd in their Ranks, their Godlike Grandſires ſtood. 
Old Saturn, with his crooked Scythe, on high 

And ITralus, that led the Colony: 


And ancient Fans, with his double Face, 247 


And Bunch of Keys, the Porter of the place. 


On a ſhort Pruning-hook his Head reclines: 
And ſtudioufly ſurveys his gen'rous Wines. 


There good Sabinus, planter of the Vines, ? 


Then Warlike Kings, who for their Country fought, 
And honourable Wounds from Battel brought, 271 
Around the Poſts hung Helmets, Darts, and Spears ö 


And Captiye Chariots, Axes, Shields, and Barts, 
And broken Beaks of Ships, the Trophies of their Wars. 
Above the reſt, as Chief of all the Band, 
Was Picus plac'd, a Buckler in his bind; 
His other wav'd a long divining Wand. 
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Girt in his Gabin Gown the Heroe fate: Tn 
) C Vet could not with his Art avoid his Fate. 
= For Circe long had lov'd the Youth in vain, 20 
1 I Till Love, refus'd, converted to Diſdain: 
| Fhen mixing pow'rful Herbs, with Magic Art, 


* 1 she chang'd his Form, who cou'd not change * 
Conſtrain'd him in a Bird, and made him fly,. © - 
With party-colour'd Plumes, a Chattering Pye. 265 


In this high Temple, on a Chair of State, 

The Seat of Audience, old Latinus fate; 

Then gave admiſſion to the Trajan Train, 

And thus, with pleaſing accents, he began. 

Tell me, ye Trans, for that Name you ownz 279 
Nor is your Courſe upon our Coaſts unknown; 

Say what you ſeek, and whither were you bound? 
Were you by ſtreſs of Weather caſt a- ground? 

Such dangers. on the Seas are often ſeen, 0 
And oft befall to miſerable Men? 275 
Or come, your Shipping in our Ports to lay, 5 

Spent and diſabl'd in ſo long a way? 

Say what you want, the Latians you ſhall * 

Not forc'd to Goodneſs, but by Will inelin d: 

For ſince the time of Saturns holy Reign, 4b 
His Hoſpitable Cuſtoms we retain. e 
I call to mind, but (Time the Tale has worn) 4 
Th' Arunci told; that Dardame,, tho“ born U 


On Latian Plains, yet ſought the Phrygian Shore, 
| ee, * call'd befor?” : 1287 


1 


2 


40 


od. 


ne. 
reo FTTRGI I. An. 
From Tuſcan Coritum he claim'd his Birth, 
But after, when exempt from Mortal Earth, 
From thence aſcended to his kindred Skies, 
A God, and as a God augments their Sacrifice: » 
He ſaid. Lioneus made this Reply, 290 
O King, of Faunus Royal Family! 
Nor Wint'ry Winds to Latium forc'd our way, 
Nor did the Stars our wand'ring Courſe betray. 
Willing we ſought your Shores, and hither bound, 
The Port fo long deſir'd, at length we found. 295 
From our ſweet Homes and ancient Realms —— z 
Great as the greateſt that the Sun beheld. 
The God began our Line, who rules above; 
And as our Race, our King deſcends from one: 
And hither are we come, by h:'s Command, 300 
To crave Admiſſion in your happy Land. 
How dire a Tempeſt, from Mycene pour d, 
-Qur Plains, our Temples, and our Town devour'd; 
What was the Waſte of War, what fierce Alarms 
Shook A/ia's Crown with European Arms; 307 
Ev'n ſuch have heard, if any ſuch there be, we 
W hoſe:Earth is bounded by the frozen Sea: 
And ſuch as born beneath the burning Sky, 

And ſultry Sun betwixt the Tropicks lye. <1 
From that dire Deluge, through the wat'ry Waſte, 
Such length of Years, ſuch various Peril paſt :. 371 
At laſt eſcap'd, to Latium we repair, wer nt 


Fo beg what you without your Want may fpate; 
The common Water, and the common Air. 
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; Sheds which our ſelves will build, and mean abodes, 
Fit to receive and ſerve our baniſh'd Gods. 316 
or our Admiſſion ſhall your Realm diſgrace, 
Nor length of time our Gratitude efface. 
Beſides, what endleſs Honour you ſhall gain 
To fave and ſhelter Troy's unhappy Train. 320 
Now, by my Sov'raign, and his Fate I ſwear, 
Rcenown'd for Faith in Peace, for Force in War; 
4 Oft our Alliance other Lands deſir'd, 
And what we ſeek of you, of us requir'd. 
Peſpiſe not then, that in our Hands we bear 325 
Theſe Holy Boughs, and ſue with Words of Pray'r. | 
Fate and the Gods, by their ſupreme Command, 
Have doom'd our Ships to ſeek the Latian Land. 
To theſe abodes our Fleet Apollo ſends ; 
ere Dardanus was born, and hither tends : 330 
here Thuſcan Tyber rowls with rapid Force, | 
d where Numicus opes his Holy Source. 
Beſides our Prince preſents, with his Requeſt, 
Pome ſmall Remains of what his Sire poſſeſs'd, 
his Golden Charger, ſnatch'd from burning Troy, 335 
Hncbiſes did in Sacrifice employ : 
This Royal Robe, and this Tiara wore 
Old Priam, and this Golden Scepter bore 
n full Aſſemblies, and in ſolemn Games; 
heſe Purple Veſts were weav'd by Dardan Dames. 
Thus while he ſpoke, Larinus rowl'd around 341 
His Eyes, and fix d a while upon the Ground. 


* 


502 1 61 


Intent he ſcem'd, and anxious in his Breaſt; 
Not by the Scepter mov'd, or Kingly Veſt: 
But pond ring future Things of wond'rous Weight: 


gucceſſion, Empire, and his Daughter's Fate: 34. 4 


On theſe he mus'd within his thoughtful Mind, Bs 
And then revoly'd what Faunus had divin'd. 


This was the Foreign Prince, by Fate decreed 


To ſhare his Scepter, and Lavinia's Bed: | 175 N 


This was the Race, that ſure Portents foreſhew _ 
To ſway the World, and Land and Sea ſubdue. | 


At length he rais'd his chearful Head, and ſpoke: | 


The Pow'rs, ſaid he, the Pow! rs we both invoke, 852 


To you, and yours, and mine, propitious be, | 3 ff 


And firm our Purpoſe with their Augury. 

Have what you ask; your Preſents I receive, 

Land where, and when you pleaſe, with ample Leave, 
Partake and uſe my Kingdom as your ownz , 

And ſhall be yours, while I command the Crown, 360 


And if my wilh'd Alliance pleaſe your King, 


Tell him he ſhou'd not ſend the Peace, bur bring: 
Then tet him not a Friend's Embraces fear ; E 
The Peace is made when I behold him here. 


Beſides this Anſwer, tell my Royal Gueſt, 288 365 


I add to his Commands, my.own Requeſt : 

One only Daughter heirs my Crown and State, | 
Whom, not our Oracles, nor Heavy” n, nor F. ate, 
Nor frequent Prodigies permit to join 
With any Native of th' Arſonian Line. 370 
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— Wa foreign Son-in-Law ſhall come from far, 


5 (Such is our Doom) a Chief renown'd in War: 


oy, 
346 


4 W hoſe Race ſhall bear aloft the Latian Name, 
And through the conquer d World diffuſe our Fame. 


Himſelf to be the Man the Fates require, 375 


I firmly judge, and what I judge, deſire. 
He faid, and then on each beſtow'd a Steed; 
Three hundred Horſes, in high Stables fed, 


. e Stood ready, ſhining all, and ſmoothly dreſs'd; 


Olf theſe he choſe the faireſt and the beſt, 380 


To mount the Trojan Troop; at his Command, 
The Steeds capariſon'd with Purple ſtand; 


With Golden Trappings, glorious to behold, 
And champ betwixt their Teeth the foaming Gold. 


Then to his abſent Gueſt the King decreed 385 


A pair of Courſers born of Heavenly Breed : 
Who from their Noſtrils breath'd Etherial Fire; 
W hom Czrce ſtole from her Ceœleſtial Sire: 
By ſubſtituting Mares, produc'd on Earth, 
Whoſe Wombs conceiy'd a more than Mortal Birth. 
Theſe draw the Chariot which Latinus ſends ; 391 
And the vich Preſent to the Prince commends. 
Sublime on ſtately Steeds the Trojans born, 
To their expecting Lord with Peace return. 

But jealous Juno, from Pachynus height, 395 
As ſhe from Argos took her airy Flight, 4 
Beheld, with envious Eyes, this hateful 1 
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She ſaw the Trojan, and his joyful Train | 
Deſcend upon the Shore, deſert the Main; 

Deſign a Town, and with unhop'd Succeſs 400 


Th' Embaſſadots return with promis'd Peace. 


Then pierc'd with Pain, ſhe ſhook her haughty Head, 


Sigh'd from her inward Soul; and thus ſhe faid. 
O hated Off-ſpring of my Phryzian Foes! 

O Fates of Troy, which Fimo's Fates oppoſe! 
Cou'd they not tall unpity'd, on the Plain, 

But {lain revive, and taken, ſcape again? 
When execrable Troy in Aſhes lay, 

Thro' Fires, and Swords, and Seas, they fore d their Way. 
Then vanquiſh'd uno muſt in vain contend, 410 
Her Rage diſarm'd, her Empire at an end. 

Breathleſs and tir'd, is all my Fury ſpent, 

Or does my glutted Spleen at length relent? 

As if twere little from their Town to chaſe, 

I thro' the Seas purſu'd their exil'd Race: 415 
Ingag' d the Heav'ns, oppos'd the Stormy Main; 
But Billows roar'd, and Tempeſts rag' d in vain. 
What have my Schllat and my Sirtes done, 
When theſe they overpaſs, and thoſe they ſnun? 
On Tyber's Shores they land, ſeture of Fate, 420 
Triumphant oer the Storm's and Juno's Hate. 

Mars cou'd in murual Blood the Cenraurs bath, 
And Fove himſelf gave wiy to Cynthia's Wrath: 
Who ſent the tusky Boar to Calydun: 
W hat great Offence had either People done? 425 
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But I, the Conſort of the Thunderer, 

Have wag'd a long and unſucceſsful War: 

With various Arts and Arms in vain have toiP'd, | 
And by a Mortal Man at length am foil'd. 
If native Pow'r prevail not, ſhall I doubt 430 
To ſeek for needful Succour from without: 

: If Fove and Heav'n my juſt Deſires deny, 

Hell ſhall the Pow'r of Heav'n and Fove ſupply. 
Grant that the Fates have firm'd, by their Decree, 
The Trojan Race to reign in Traly; - 435 

At leaſt I can defer the Nuptial Day, 

And with protracted Wars the Peace delay: 

With Blood the dear Alliance ſhall be bought; 

And both the People near Deſtruction brought. 

So ſhall the Son-in-Law, and Father join, 440 

With Ruin, War, and Waſte of either Line. 

O fatal Maid! thy Marriage is endow'd 

With Phrygian, Latian, and Rutulian Blood! 
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Bellona leads thee to thy Lover's Hand, g 
Another Queen brings forth another Brand; re 
To burn with foreign Fires her native Land! 

A ſecond Paris, diff ring but in Name, 

Shall fire his Country with a ſecond Flame. 

Thus having ſaid, ſhe ſinks beneath the Ground, 
With furious haſte, and ſhoots the Srygian Sound; 
To rowze Alecto from th' Infernal Seat 451 
Of her dire Siſters, and their dark Retreat, 
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This Fury, fit for her Intent, ſhe choſe; 

One who delights in Wars, and Human W oes. 

Ev'n Pluto hates his own miſhapen Race: 455 
Her Siſter-Furies fly her hideous Face: 

So frightful are the Forms the Monſter takes, 

So fierce the Hiſſings of her ſpeckled Snakes. 

Her Juno finds, and thus inflames her Spight : | 
O Virgin Daughter of Eternal Night, 450 
Give me this once thy Labour, to ſuſtain 

My Right, and execute my juſt diſdain. ; 

Let not the Trojans, with a feign'd Pretence 

Of proffer'd Peace, delude the Latian Prince: 

Expel from 1zaly that odious Name, 465 
And let not Juno ſuffer in her Fame. 
Tis thine to ruin Realms, o'erturn a State, _ 
Betwixt the deareſt Friends to raiſe Debate; © 
And kindle kindred Blood to mutual Hate. | 
Thy Hand o'er Towns the fun'ral Torch diſplays, 470 | 
And forms a thouſand Ills ten thouſand Ways. | 
Now ſhake from out thy fruitful Breaſt, the Scots 
Of Envy, Diſcord, and of Cruel Deeds: 

Confound the Peace eſtabliſh'd, and prepare f 
Their Souls to Hatred, and their Hands to War. 475 | 
Smear'd as ſhe was with black Gorgonean Blood. 
The Fury ſprang above the SHygian Flood: 

And on her wicker Wings, ſublime through Night, 
She to the Latian Palace took her Flight. 
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There ſought the Queen's Apartment, ſtood before 
The peaceful Threſhold, and beſieg'd the Door. 481 


Reſtleſs Amata lay, her ſwelling Breaſt 
Fir'd with Diſdain for Turnus diſpoſſeſt, 8 


And the new Nuptials of the Trajan Gueſt. 

From her black bloody Locks the Fury ſhakes 485 

Her darling Plague, the Fav'rite of her Snakes: 
With her full Force ſhe threw the pois' nous Dart, 
And fix'd it deep within Amata's Heart. 

That thus envenom'd ſhe might kindle Rage, 

And ſacrifice to Strife her Houſe and Husband's Age. 

3 Unſeen, unfelt; the fiery Serpent skims 491 

7 Betwixt her Linnen, and her naked Limbs. 

His baleful Breath inſpiring, as he glides, 

Nov like a Chain around her Neck he rides; 


Now like a Fillet to her Head repairs, 495 


| And with his Circling Volumes folds her Hairs. 


At firſt the filent Venom flid with eaſe, 

And ſeiz'd her cooler Senſes by degrees 

Then e' er th' infected Maſs was fir'd too far, 

In Plaintive Accents ſhe began the War: foo 
And thus beſpoke her Husband ; Shall, ſhe ſaid, 

A wand'ring Prince enjoy Lavinia's Bed? 

If Nature plead not in a Parent's Heart, 

Pity my Tears, and pity her Deſert : 

I know, my deareſt Lord, the time will come, yo 
You wou'd, in vain, reverſe your Cruel doom: 


A. Gueſt like him, a T r0jan Gueſt — 


568 %% Asvi i 
The faithleſs Pirate ſoon will {et to BED. - 
And bear the Royal V irgin far away! 


In ſhew of friendſhip, ſought the Spartan Shore ; 3 0 1 
And raviſh'd Helen from her Husband bore. 110090 
Think on a King's inviolable Word; 

And think on Trinus, her once plighted Lord: 

To this falſe F oreigner you give your Throne, 
And wrong a Friend, a Kinſman, and a Son. 51x 
Reſume your ancient Care; and if the God 

Your Sire, and you, reſolve. on Foreign Blood: 

Know all arc Foreign, in a larger Senſe, 

Not born your Subjects, or deriv'd from hence. 
Then if the Line of Turnus you retrace; $29 
He ſprings from Inachus of Argive Race. 

But when ſhe ſaw her Reaſons idly ſpent, 


And cou'd-not move him from his fix d Intent; 


She flew to rage ; for now the Snake poſleſs'd 
Her vital parts, and poiſon'd all her Breaſt, - 525 
She raves, ſhe runs with a diſtracted pace, 

And fills, with horrid howls, the publick Place. 
And, as'young Striplings whip the Top for ſport, 


On the ſmooth Pavement. of an empty Court; 


The wooden Engine flies and whirls about, 30 
Admir'd, with Clamours, of the Beardleſs rout ; 
They laſh aloud, cach other they: provoke, _ 

And lend their little Souls at ev'ry ſtroke: 
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1 En. VII. AEN E IS. 549 
Thus fares the Queen, and thus her fury bios 
Amidſt the Crowd, and kindſes as ſhe goes. 535 
Nor yet content, ſhe ſtrains her Malice more, 
And adds new Ills to thoſe contriv'd before: 
She flies the Town, and mixing with a throng 

Of madding Matrons, bears the Bride along : 73 9 
Wand'ring thro' Woods and Wilds, and devious ways, 
And with theſe Arts the Trojan Match delays. 
She Feign'd the Rites of Bacchus! cry'd aloud, 

And to the Buxom God the Virgin vwd. 
Evoe, O Bacchus thus began the Snſg .., 
And Eve !- anſwer'd all che Female Throng: © 44 
O Virgin! worthy thee alone, the cry'd; z; 
O worthy thee alone, the Crew reply dz. 
For thee ſhe feeds her Hair, ſhe leads thy Delany; 
And with thy winding Ivy wreaths her Lance. 
Like furyſeizd the reſt; the progreſs known, f/ 
All ſeek the Mountains, and forſake the Town: 
All clad in Skins of Beaſts the Jav'lin bear, 
Vive to the wanton: Winds their flowing Flaws 
And ſhrieks and ſhoutings rend the fuff ring Air. 
The Queen, her ſelf, inſpir'd with Rage Divine I | 
Shook high above her head a flaming ine: hl 
Then rowl'd her haggar'd Eyes around the hg HH 
And ſung, in Turnus Name, che Nuptfal Seng? 
I5 ye Latian Dames, i any here S in Anne 
* youu gy 4 Units, Joy Fado 
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If there be here, ſhe ſaid, who dare maintain 
My Right, nor think the Name of Mother vain: 
Unbind your Fillets, looſe your flowing Hair, 
And Orgies, and Nocturnal Rites prepare. 


Amata's Breaſt the Fury thus invades, 576 


And fires with Rage, amid the Silvan Shades. 
Then when ſhe found her Venom ſpread ſo far, 
The Royal Houſe embroil'd in Civil War: 
Rais'd on her dusky Wings ſhe cleaves the Skies, 


And ſeeks the Palace where young Turnus lies. 770 


His Town, as Fame reports, was built of old 
By Danae, pregnant with Almighty Gold: 

Who fled her Father's Rage, and with a Train 
Of following Argives, thro! the ſtormy Main, 0 
Driy'n by the Southern Blaſts, was fated here to reign. 

T was Ardua once, now Ardea's Name it bears; 576 

Once a fair City, now conſum'd with Years. 

Here in his lofty Palace Turnus la, 
Betwixt the Confines of the Night and Day, 
Secure in Sleep: The Fury laid aſide 780 
Her Looks and Limbs, and with new methods ry, 
The foulneſs of th' infernal Form to hide. 
Prop'd on a Staff, ſhe takes a trembling Meen, 
Her Face is furrow'd, and her Front obſcene: 
Deep dinted Wrinkles on her Cheek ſhe draws, 787 
Sunk are her Eyes, and toothleſs are her Jaws: 
Her hoary Hair with holy Fillets bound, | 
Her Temples with an Olive Wreath are croywn'd. 
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8 d Calibe, who kept che ſacred Fane 
Pf Juno, now ſhe ſeem' d, and thus began, 100 

Appearing in a Dream, to rouze the careleſs Man 

Shall Turnus then ſuch endleſs Toil ſuſtain, 

565 in fighting Fields, and conquer Towns in vain : 

Win, for a Trojan Head to wear the Prize, 

Purp thy Crown, enjoy thy Victories? oy 

he Bride and Scepter which thy Blood has bought, 

The King transfers, and Foreign Heirs are ſought: 
570 Po now, deluded Man, and ſeek again 
New Toils, new Dangers on the duſty Plain. 

epel the Tyſcan Foes, their City ſeize, 600 

Protect the Latians in luxurious Eaſe. | 

rhis Dream all-pow'rful Juno ſends, I bear 

Her mighty Mandates, and her Words you hear. 

Haſte, arm your Ardeans, iſſue to the Plain, 

With Faith to friend, aſſault the Trojan Train: 605 


Their thoughtleſs Chiefs, their painted Ships that lye 


In Tyber's Mouth, with Fire and Sword deſtroy. 
The Latian King, unleſs he ſhall ſubmit, 
8 Ovn his old Promiſe, and his new forget; 
Let him, in Arms, the Pow'r of Turnus prove, 610 
And learn to fear whom he diſdains to Love. 
For ſuch is Heav'ns Command. The youthful Prince 
5 Wich Scorn reply'd, and made this bold Defence. 
You tell me, Mother, what I knew before, 
The Phrygian Fleet is landed on the Shore: 615 
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She caſt him backward as he ſtrove to riſe, 


$72 VIRGTL's 
I neither fear, nor will provoke the War: 
My Fate is Jum's moſt peculiar Care. 
But Time has made you dote, and vainly tell 
Of Arms imagin'd, in your lonely Cell: 
Go, be the Temple and the Gods your Care, 
Permit to Men the Thought of Peace and War. 
Theſe haughty Words Alecto's Rage provoke, 
And frighted Turnus trembled as ſhe ſpoke. 
Her Eyes grow ſtiffen'd, and with Sulphur burn, 
Her hideous Looks, and helliſh Form return: 
Her curling Snakes, with Hiſſings fill the place, 
And open all. the Furies of her Face: 
Then, darting Fire from her malignant Eyes, 
629 
And, ling' ring, ſought to frame ſome new Replies. 
High on her Head ſhe rears two twiſted Snakes, + 
Her Chains ſhe rattles, and her Whip ſhe ſhakes; 
And churning bloody Foam, thus loudly ſpeaks. 
Behold whom Time has made to _ and tell | 
Of Arms, imagin'd in her lonely Cell : » 
Behold the Fates Internal Miniſter ; 1 * 
War, Death, Deſtruction, in my Hand 1 we [| 
Thus having ſaid, her ſmould'ring Torch imprefs'd, 
With her full Force, ſhe plung'd into his Breaſt. 
Aghaſt he wak'd, and, ftarting from his Bed, 640 
Cold Sweat, in clammy Drops, his Limbs o'erfpread. 
Arms, Arms, he cries, my Sword and Shield prepare; 
He breaths Defiance, Blood, and Mortal W ar. 
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o when with crackling Flames a Cauldron fries, | 
The bubling Waters from the Bottom riſe : 645 


Above the Brims they force their fiery way; 
Black Vapours climb aloft, and cloud the Day. 


G2) F 
Fe firſt commiſſions to the. Latian Land; 
In threatning Embaſſy : Then rais'd the reſt, 659 
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The Peace polluted thus, a choſen Band 


o meet in Arms th' intruding Trojan Gueſt: 


Wo force the Foes from the Lavinian Shore, 
627 


nd Tralh's indanger'd Peace reſtore. 

imſelf alone, an equal Match he boaſts, 

o fight the Phrygian and Auſonian Hoaſts. 655 

he Gods invok'd, the Rutuli prepare 

Their Arms, and warm each other to the W ar. 

His Beauty theſe, and thoſe his blooming Age, 

The reſt his Houſe, and his own Fame ingage. 
While Tirnus urges thus his Enterpriſe z 666 

The Srygian Fury to the Trojans flies: 

New Frauds invents, and takes a ſteepy Stand, 

Which overlooks the Vale with wide Command) 

Where fair Aſcanius, and his youthful Train, 664 

With Horns and Hounds a hunting Match ordain, 5 

And pitch their Toils around the ſhady Plain. 

The Fury fires the Pack; they ſnuff, they vent, 

And feed their hungry Noſtrils with the Scent. 

Twas of a well grown Stag, whoſe Antlers riſe 

High o'er his Front, his Beams invade the Skics: 679 
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From this light Cauſe, th' Infernal Maid prepares 

The Country Churls to Miſchief, Hate, and Wars. 
The ſtately Beaſt, the Two Hrrheida bred, 

Snatch'd from his Dam, and the tame Youngling fed. 

Their Father Tyrrbeus did his Fodder bring, 675 

Hrrbeus, chief Ranger to the Latian King: 

Their Siſter S/[via cheriſh'd with her Care 

The little Wanton, and did Wreaths prepare 

To hang his budding Horns: with Ribbons ty'd 

His tender Neck, and comb'd his filken Hide; 680 

And bath'd his Body. Paticnt of Command, 

In time he grew, and growing us'd to Hand. 

He waited at his Maſter's Board for Food ; 

Then ſought his ſalvage Kindred in the Wood: 

Where grazing all the Day, at Night he came 785 

To his known Lodgings, and his Country Dame, 

This houſehold Bcaſt, that us'd the Woodland Grounds, 

Was view'd at firft by the young Hero's Hounds 

As down the Stream he ſwam, to ſeek Retreat 

In the cool Waters, and to quench his Heat. 690 

Aſcanius young, and eager of his Game, | 

Soon bent his Bow, uncertain in his Aim: 

But the dire Fiend the fatal Arrow guides, 

Which pierc'd his Bowels thro' his panting ſides. 

The bleeding Creature iſſues from the Floods, 695 y 

Poſſeſs'd with Fear, and ſeeks his known abodes; & 

His old familiar Hearth, and houſehold Gods. | 
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Ee falls, he fills the Houſe with heavy Groam, 
Inplores their Pity, and his Pain bemoans. 
F oung Silvia beats her Breaſt, and cries aloud 700 
For Succour, from the clowniſh Neighbourhood: 
he Churls aſſemble; for the Fiend, who lay 
the cloſe W oody Covert, urg'd their way. 
Dne with a Brand, yet burning from the Flame; 
\rm'd with a knotty Club, another came: 705 
hat &er they catch or find, without their Care, 
heir Fury makes an Inſtrument of W ar. 
[yrrbeus, the Foſter-Father of the Beaſt, 
hen clench'd a Hatchet in his horny Fiſt: 
ut held his Hand from the deſcending Stroke, 710 
And left his Wedge within the cloven Oak, © 
To whet their Courage, and their Rage provoke. 
And now the Goddeſs, exercis'd in Ill, 
Who watch'd an Hour to work her impious Will, 
Aſcends the Roof, and to her crooked Horn, 717 
Such as was then by Latian Shepherds born, 
Adds all her Breath, the Rocks and Woods around, 
And Mountains, tremble at th' infernal Sound. 
The Sacred Lake of Trivia from afar, 
The Veline Fountains, and ſulphureous Nar, 720 0 
Shake at the baleful Blaſt, the Signal of the War. 
Young Mothers wildly ſtare, with Fear poſſeſs ch 
And ſtrain their helpleſs Infants to their Breaſt, 
The Clown, a boiſt'rous, rude, ungovern'd Crew, 
With furious haſte to the loud Summons flew. 727 
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The Pow'rs of Troy then iſſuing on the Plain, 


Not theirs a raw and unexperienc'd Train, 
But a firm Body of embattel'd Men. 
At firſt, while Fortune favour'd neither fide, 


But now, both Parties reinforc'd, the Fields 


A ſhining Harveſt either Hoſt diſplays. 
And ſhoots againft the Sun with equal Rays. 


White Foam at firſt on the curl'd Ocean fries ; 


Till by the Fury of the Storm full blown, 
The muddy Bottom o'er the Clouds is thrown. 
Firſt Almon falls, old Tyrrheus eldeſt Care, 
Pierc'd with an Arrow from the diſtant War : 

Fix'd in his Throat the flying Weapon ſtood, 


Huge Heaps of lain around the Body riſe ; 
Among the reft, the rich Galeſus lyes: 


Amidſt the Madneſs of th* unruly Train: 
His Lands a hundred Yoke of Oxen till'd, 


Thus, while in equal Scales their Fortune ſtood, 
'T he ey bath'd thern | in each, others Blood. 
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With freſh Recruits their youthful Chief ſuſtain: 


Are bright with flaming Swords and brazen Shields. 


Thus when a black-brow'd Guſt begins to riſe, 


Then roars the Main, the Billows mount the Skies: 


And ſtop'd his Breath, and drank his vital Blood. 
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The Fight with Clubs and burning Brands was try'd: he dire 
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A good old Man, while Peace he preach'd in vain, | Leave 


he ſu 


Five Herds, five bleating Flocks his 1 fly, Unwil 
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nen having fix'd the Fight, exulting flies, | 
Ind bears fulfill'd her Promiſe to the Skies. | 
0 Fitho thus ſhe ſpeaks; Behold, tis done, 755 
he Blood already drawn, the War begun; 
7 zo he Diſcord is compleat, nor can they ceaſe 
ry'd:Mhe dire Debate, nor you command the Peace. 
ow ſince the Latian and the Trojan Brood 
Ids. Fave taſted Vengeance, and the Sweets of Blood; 760 
peak, and my Pow'r ſhall add this Office more: 
735 The Neighb'ring Nations of th' Auſonian Shore 
ball hear the dreadful Rumour, from afar, 
Of arm'd Invaſion, and embrace the War. 
s: Fſhen Juno thus; The grateful Work is done, 76 
The Seeds of Diſcord ſow'd, the War begun: | 
740 Frauds, Fears, and Fury have poſſeſs'd the State, 
\nd fix'd the Cauſes of a laſting Hate: 
\ bloody Hymen ſhall th* Alliance join 
3etwixt the Trojan and Auſonian Line: 770 
But thou with Speed to Night and Hell repair, 5 | 


745 For not the Gods, nor angry Fove will bear 
hy lawleſs wand'ring walks, in upper Air. 

Leave what remains to me. Saturnia ſaid: | 
he ſullen Fiend her ſounding Wings diſplay'd 718 
Unwilling left the Light, and ſought the neather Shade. 
o In midſt of Izaly, well known to Fame, 
. [There lies a Lake, Amſanctus i is the Name, 
| [Below the lofty Mounts: On either fide 


Thick F orreſts, the forbidden Entrance hide : 280 
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Full in the Centre of the ſacred Wood ; 
An Arm ariſes of the Sygian Flood 


Which, breaking from beneath with bellowing ſound, N 
ZProp'd e 


Whirls the black Waves and rattling Stones around. 
Here Pluto pants for Breath from out his Cell, 


And opens wide the grinning Jaws of Hell. 
To this Internal Lake the Fury flies; 


Saturnian Juno now, with double Care, 
Attends the fatal Proceſs of the War. 
The Clowns return'd, from Battel bear the ſlain, 
Implore the Gods, and to their King complain. 
The Corps of Almon and the reſt are ſhown, 
Shrieks, Clamours, Murmurs fill the frighted Town. 
Ambitious Turnus in the Preſs appears, . 
And, aggravating Crimes, augments their Fears: 4 
Proclaims his Private Injuries aloud, 
A Solemn Promiſe made, and diſavow'd; 
A foreign Son is ſought, and a mix'd Mungril Brood. 
Then they, whoſe Mothers, frantick with their Fear 
In Woods and Wilds the Flags of Bacchus bear, 80 r 
And leads his Dances with diſhevelled hair, 
Increaſe the Clamour, and the War demand, 
(Such was Amata's Intereſt in the Land) 
Againſt the Public Sanddions of the Peace, 
Againſt all Omens of their ill Succeſs ; 
With Fates averſe, the Rout in Arms reſort, 
To force their Monarch, and inſult the Court. 

| But 
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But like a Rock unmov'd, a Rock that braves 
bund | he raging Tempeſt and the riſing Waves, 810 


Prop'd on himſelf he ſtands : His olid ſides 
2 Waſh off the Sea-weeds, and the ſounding Tides : 


So ſtood the Pious Prince unmov'd: and long 
Suſtain'd the madneſs of the noiſie Throng. 
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kies, But when he found that Juno's Pow'r prev vail'd, 815 
And all the Methods of cool Counſel fail'd, 
790 He calls the Gods to witneſs their offence, 


7 Diſclaims the War, aſſerts his Innocence. 
7 Hurry'd by Fate, he cries, and born before 
A furious Wind, we leave the faithful Shore: 820 
n. O more than Madmen! you your ſelves ſhall bear 
79f | The guilt of Blood and Sacrilegious War: 
Thou, Turnus, ſhalt attone it by thy Fate, 
And pray to Heav'n for Peace, but pray too late. 
For me, my ſtormy Voyage at an end, 825 
I to the Port of Death ſecurely tend. 
| The Fun'ral Pomp which to your Kings you pay, 
Is all I want, and all you take away. 
8 He ſaid no more, but in his Walls confin'd, 
Shut out the Woes which he too well divin'd: 830 
Nor with the riſing Storm wou'd vainly ſtrive, 
But left the Helm, and let the Veſſel drive. 
A ſolemn Cuſtom was obſery'd of old, 
Which Latium held, and now the Romans hold; 
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1 he pea 


| ull'd it 


Their Standard, when in fighting Fields they rear 
Againſt the fierce Hircaniaus, or declare 835 


The Scythian, Indian, or Arabian War: Are all 
Or from the boaſting Parthians wou'd regain | heir re 
Their Eagles loſt in Carrha's bloody Plain: Some tl 


Two Gates of Stcel (the Name of Mars they bear) 84 And W 
And ſtill are worſhip'd with religious Fear; Part ſco 


Before his Temple ſtand: The dire abode, ew g. 
And the fear'd Iſſues of the furious God, With J 
Are fenc'd with Brazen Bolts; without the Gates, And he 
The wary Guardian Janus doubly waits. 845 Tive Ci 
Then, when the ſacred Senate votes the Wars, Antenn 
The Roman Conſul their Decree declares, 5 | Ardea | 
And in his Robes the ſounding Gates unbars. All the 
The Youth in Military Shouts ariſe, L Some ! 
And the loud Trumpets break the yielding Skies. 8 yo Some t 
Theſe Rites of old by Sov'raign Princes us'd, ; The C 
Were the King's Office, but the King refus'd. 1 With 
Deaf to their Cries, nor wou'd the Gates unbar The ri 
Of ſacred Peace, or looſe th' impriſon'd War: Give 
But hid his Head, and, ſafe from loud Alarms, 8x5 Old F 
Abhor'd the wicked Miniſtry of Arms. The {c 
Then Heav'ns Imperious Queen ſhot down from high ; | The \ 
At her Approach the Brazen Hinges fly, The f 
The Gates are forc'd, and ev'ry falling Bar, The en 
And like a Tempeſt iſſues out the War. 860 * 
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: he peaceful Cities of th' Auſonian Shore, 
Lull'd in their Eaſe, and undiſturb'd before; 
/ re all on Fire, and with ſome ſtudious Care, 


\ 
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Their reſtiff Steeds in ſandy Plains prepare: 


Some their ſoft Limbs in painful Marches try, 865 


84 
Part ſcour the ruſty Shields with Seam, and part 


\nd War is all their Wiſh, and Arms the gen'ral Cry. 


New orind the blunted Ax, and point the Dart: 
ith Joy they view the waving Enſigns fly, 


And hear the Trumpet's Clangor pierce the Sky. 870 
845 Five Cities forge their Arms: th' Atinian Pow'rs, 
Antenna, Tybur with her lofty Tow'rs, 
5 All theſe of old were places of Renown. 

Some hammer Helmets for the fighting Field, 875 
859 Some twine young Sallows to ſupport the Shield; 
The Croſlet ſome, and ſome the Cuiſhes mould, 
With Silver plated, and with ductile Gold. 
| The ruſtick Honours of the Scythe and Share, 

Give place to Swords and Plumes, the Pride of War. 
The ſounding Trumpet ev'ry Soul inſpires. 
The word is giv'n, with eager Speed they lace 
The ſhining Head- piece, and the Shield embrace. 


Ardea the proud, the Cruſiumerian Town: 


Old Fauchions are new temper'd in the Fires: 881 


| The neighing Stceds arc to the Chariot ty'd, 885 
The truſty Weapon fits on ev'ry fide. 

And now the mighty Labour is begun, 
Ye Muſes open all your Helicon. 


Qq z 
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Sing you the Chiefs that ſway'd th' Auſonian Land, L dd 
Their Arms, and Armies under their Command: 8 90 ? or ſtro! 
What Warriours in our ancient Clime were bred, he tri 
What Souldiers follow'd, and what Heroes led. rus CAP 
For well you know, and can record alone, ö UN Tuff 
What Fame to future times conveys but darkly down. hen 0! 
Mezentius firſt appear'd upon the Plain, 895 | The Pr 
Scorn fate upon his Brows, and ſour Diſdain; } hd 
Defying Earth and Heav'n: Erruria loſt, And Pe 
He brings to Turnus Aid his baffled Hoſt. | Like F 
The charming Lauſus, full of youthful Fire, In Saly 
Rode in the Rank, and next his ſullen Sire: oo About 
To Turms only ſecond in the Grace 4 The 1 
Of Manly Meen, and Features of the Face. ö Thus 
A skilful Horſeman, and a Huntſman bred, | He ſtr 
With Fates averſc a thouſand Men he led : Th 
His Sire unworthy of ſo brave a Son; 905 ( Wh 
Himſelf well worthy of a happier Throne. _ 
Arm' 


Next Aventinus drives his Chariot round N 
The Latian Plains, with Palms and Lawrels crown'd. | Like 


Proud of his Steeds he ſmoaks along the Field, Wit! 
His Father's Hydra fills the ample Shield. 910 The! 


A hundred Serpents hiſs about the Brims The 


The Son of Hercules he juſtly ſeems, | N 
By his broad Shoulders and Gigantick Limbs. Wh 
Of Heav'nly part, and part of Earthly Blood, | Fou 
A mortal Woman mixing with a God, oig þ A8! 
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For ſtrong Alcides, after he had flain 
The triple Geryon, drove from conquer'd Sain 
is captive Herds, and thence in Triumph led 
On Tuſcan Tyber's flow'ry Banks they fed. 
Then on Mount Aventine, the Son of Jove 929 
The Prieſteſs Rhea found, and forc'd to Love. 
| For Arms his Men long Piles and Jav'lins bore, 
And Poles with pointed Steel their Foes in Battel gore. 
Like Hercules himſelf, his Son appears, 
In Salvage Pomp: a Lyon's Hide he wears; 925 
FR About his Shoulders hangs the ſhaggy Skin, 
The Teeth, and gaping Jaws ſeverely grin. 
Thus like the God his Father, homely dreſt, 
Hie ſtrides into the Hall, a horrid Gueſt. 
Then two Twin-Brothers from fair Tybur came, 930 
{Which from their Brother Tyburs took the N ame, 
Fierce Coras, and Catillus, void of Fear, 
Arm'd Argive Horſe they led, and in the Front appear, 
d. Like Cloud-born Gentaurs, from the Mountain's height, 
With rapid Courſe deſcending to the Fight; 935 
10 They ruſh along, the ratling Woods give way, | 
The Branches bend before their ſweepy Sway. 
8 Nor was Prexeſte's Founder wanting there, 
' Whom Fame reports the Son of Mulciber : 
Found in the Fire, and foſter'd in the Plains; 945 
15 A Shepherd anda King at once hen cigns, 5 
And leads to Turnus Aid his Country Swainys. 


k ; 
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His own Preneſte ſends a choſen Band, But Flc 
With thoſe who plough Saturnia's Gabine Land: {With t 
Beſides the Succour which cold Amen yields, 945 The 
The Rocks of Hernicus, and dewy Fields; Of Tre 
Anagma fat, and Father Ama ſene, And in 
A num'rous Rout, but all of naked Men: | Twas | 


Nor Arms they wear, nor Swords and Bucklers wield, | The C 
Nor drive the Chariot thro' the duſty Field: 9 | To ſhz 
But whirl from Leathern Slings huge Balls of Lead; He led 


And Spoils of yellow Wolves adorn their Head : Mutuſ 
The Left Foot naked, when they march to fight, And a 
Bur in a Bull's raw Hide they ſhcath the Right. That 

Meſſaprs next, (great Neptune was his Sire) yy | And - 
Secure of Steel, and fated from the Fire; And! 
In Pomp appears: And with his Ardour warms 2 And f 
A heartleſs Train, unexercis'd in Arms: Andi 
The juſt Faliſcaus he to Battel brings, And 


And thoſe who live where Lake Ciminia ſprings; 960 Caſpe 


And where Feronia's Grove and Temple ſtands, By F 
Who till Feſcennian or Flavinian Lands: The 
All theſe in order march, and marching ſing And 
The warlike Actions of their Sea-born King. Mix 
Like a long Team of Snowy Swans on high, 967 Wh 
Which clap their Wings, and cleave the liquid Sky, Not 
Which homeward from their wat'ry Paſtures born, Wh 
They ſing, and Aſias Lakes their Notes return. Not 
Not one who heard their Muſick from afar, 0969 F Ori 


Wou'd think theſe Troops an Army train'd to War : 
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But Flocks of Fowl, that when the Tempeſts roar, 


With their hoarſe gabling ſeck the ſilent Shoar. 
Then Clauſiis came, who led a num'rous Band 
Of Troops embody'd, from the Sabine Land: 
And in himſelf alone, an Army brought, 

T was he the noble Claudian Race begot : 

The Claudian Race, ordain'd, in times to come, 
To ſhare the Greatneſs of Imperial Rowe. 

He led the Ceres forth of old Renown, 
Mutuſcans from their Olive-bearing Town; 

N And all th' Erebian Pow'rs: Beſides a Band 

| That follow'd from Felinum's dewy Land: 
And Amiternian Troops, of mighty Fame, 

And Mountaineers, that from Severus came. 


i And thoſe where yellow Tyber takes his way, 
And where Himella's wanton Waters play. 
Caſperia ſends her Arms, with thoſe that lyc 
By Fabaris, and fruitful Foruli: i 
The warlike Aids of Horta next appear, 

And the cold Nurſians come to cloſe the Reer: 
Mix'd with the Natives born of Latine Blood, 
Whom Allia waſhes with her fatal Flood. 
Not thicker Billows beat the Lybian Main, 
When pale Orion ſets in wint'ry Rain; 

Not thicker Harveſts on rich Hermus riſc, 


Or Lycian Fields, when Phæbus burns the Skies; 


975 


980 


And from the craggy Cliffs of Terrica, 985 ö 


990 


997 


786 VIRGIL En. VII. 


Than ſtand theſe Troops: Their Bucklers ring around, | 
Their Trampling turns the Turf, and ſhakes the ſolid © 
Next t 
High in his Chariot then Haloſus came, 1000 
The r 
> Hunti 
In Arr 


Ground. 


A Foe by Birth to Troy's unhappy Name: 
From Agamenmon born; to Turnus Aid, 
A thouſand Men the youthful Heroe led; 


Who till the Maſiccł Soil, for Wine renown 'd, 


And fierce Auruncans from their Hilly Ground: 1005 . 


And thoſe who live by Sidicinian Shoars, 
And where, with ſhoaly Foords Vulturnus roars; 
Cales and Oſca's old Inhabitants, 
And rough Saticulans inur'd to Wants: 
Light demi-Launces from afar they throw, 1010 
Faſten'd with Leathern Thongs to gaul the Foe. 
Short crooked Swords in cloſer Fight they wear, 
And on their warding Arm light Bucklers bear. 

Nor Oebalus, ſhalt thou be left unſung, 


From Nymph Semerhis and old Telon ſprung: 1015 


Who then in Teleboan Capri reign'd, 

But that ſhort Iſle th' ambitious Youth diſdain'd; 
And o'er Campania ſtretch'd his ample Sway; 

Where ſwelling Sarnus ſeeks the Tyrrhene Sea: 

O'cr Batulum, and where Abella ſees, 1020 
From her high Tow'rs, the Harveſt of her Trees. 
And theſe (as was the Teuton uſe of old) 

Wield Brazen Swords, and Brazen Bucklers hold; 
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ind, | Sling weighty Stones when from afar they fight; 1024 
Their Caſques are Cork, a Covering thick and light. 
Next theſe in Rank, the warlike Ufens went, 
500 And led the Mountain Troops that Nurſia ſent. 
The rude Eguicola his Rule obcy'd, 

Hunting their Sport, and Plund'ring was their Trade. 
In Arms they plough'd, to Battel ſtill prepar'd; 1030 
Their Soil was barren, and their Hearts were hard. 
of |: Umbro the Prieſt the proud Marrubians led, 

By King Archippus ſent to Turnus Aid; © 
And peaceful Olives crown'd his hoary head. 
His Wand and holy Words, the Viper's rage, 1035 
And venom'd wound of Serpents, cou'd aſſwage. 
19 He, when he pleas'd with powerful Juice to ſteep 

Their Temples, ſhut their Eyes in pleaſing Sleep. 

But vain were Marfian Herbs, and Magick Art, 

To cure the Wound giv'n by the Dardan Dart. 1040 

Vet his untimely Fate, th Angitian Woods A 
Ty In fighs remurmur'd, to the Fucine Floods. 

| The Son of fam'd Hippolitus was there; 

Fam'd as his Sire, and as his Mother fair. 

Whom in Egerian Groves Aricia bore, 1045 

And nurs'd his Youth along the Marſhy Shore: 
Q Where great Diana's pcaceful Altars flame, 

In fruitful Fields, and Y:r6:45 was his Name. 

. Hippolitus, as old Records have ſaid, 
Was by his Stepdam ſought to ſhare her Bed: 


1050 
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But when no Female Arts his Mind cou'd move, 
She turn'd to furious Hate her i impious Love. 
Torn by Wild Horſes on the ſandy Shore, ? 
Another's Crimes th' unhappy Hunter bore; 
Glutting his Father's Eyes with guiltleſs gore. 1655 0 
But chaſt Diana, who his death deplor'd, 
With Aſculabian Herbs his lite reſtor'd. 
Then ue, who ſaw from high, with juſt diſdain, 
The dead inſpir'd with Vital Breath again, 
Struck to the Center with his flaming Dart 1960 
Th' unhappy Founder of the Godlike Art. 
But Trivia kept in ſecret Shades alone, 
Her care, Hrppolzzus, to Fate unknown; _ 
And call'd him Virbius in th' Egerian Grove: 
Where then he liv d obſcure, but ſafe from Fove. 1065 
For this, from Trivia's Temple and her Wood. 
Are Courſers driv'n, who ſhed their es] $ Blood; 8 
Affrighted by the Monſters of the Flood. | 
His Son, the Second Virbius, yet retain'd 
His Father's Art, and Warrior Steeds he rein'd. 1070 
Amid the 'Troops, and like the leading God, | 
High o'er the reſt in Arms the Graceful Turnus rode: 
A triple Pile of Plumes his Creſt adorn'd, 

On which with belching Flames Chimera burn'd: 
The more the kindled Combat riſes high'r, 10757 

The more with fury burns the blazing Fire. 5 
Fair Io grac'd his Shield, but Io now 
With Horns cxalted ſtands, and ſeems to lowe : 
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A noble charge) her Keeper by her ſide, 

To watch her Walks his hundred Eyes apply'd. 1080 
=_ on the Brims her Sire, the wat” ry God, 

Rowl'd from a Silver Urn his Cryſtal Flood. 

A Cloud of Foot ſucceeds, and fills the Fields 


ith Swords and pointed Spears, and clatt'ring Shields; 


Of Argives, and of old Sicanian Bands, 1085 
q And thoſe who Plow the rich S1rr/;a» Lands ; 


4 Auruncan Youth, and thoſe Sacrana yields, 
And the proud Labicans with painted Shields. 


And thoſe whom Tyber's holy Foreſts hide; 

Or Circes Hills from the main Land divide. 

Where Ufens glides along the lowly Landi, 

Or the black Water of Pomprina ſtands. 

Laſt from the Volſcians fair Camilla came ; 

And led her warlike Troops, a Warriour Dame: fogy 
Unbred to Spinning, in the Loom unskill'd, 

She choſe the nobler Pallas of the Field. 

Mix'd with the firſt, the fierce Virago fought, 
Suſtain'd the Toils of Arms, the Danger fought : 
Outitrip'd the Winds in ſpeed upon the Plain, 1100 
Flew o'er the Fields, nor hurt the bearded Grain: 

She ſwept the Seas, and as ſhe skim'd along, 

Her flying Feet unbath'd on Billows hung. 

Men, Boys, and Women ſtupid with Surpriſe, 
Where-c'er ſhe paſſes, fix their wond'ring Eyes: 1105 


And thoſe who near Nimician Streams reſide, . 
1099 c 
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Longing they look, and gaping at the Sight, 
Devour her o'er and o'er with vaſt Delight. 

Her Purple Habit fits with ſuch a Grace 

On her ſmooth Shoulders, and ſo ſuits her Face: 
Her Head with Ringlets of her Hair is crown'd, 1110 
And in a Golden Caul the Curls are bound. 

She ſhakes her Myrtle Jav'lin: And, behind, 

Her Lycian Quiver dances in the Wind. 
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The Eighth Book of the 


II 


The ARGUMENT. 


Je War being now begun, both the Generals make all 
poffible Preparations. Turnus ſends to Diomedes. - 
neas goes in Perſon to beg Succours from Evander and 
the Tuſcans. Evander receives him kindly, furniſbes 
bim with Men, and ſends bis Son Pallas with bim. 
Vulcan, at the Requeſt of Venus, makes Arms for ber 
Son Eneas, and draws on his Shield the moſt memora- 
% Actions of bis Poſterity. 

Hen Turnus had aſſembled all his Pow'rs; 
His Standard planted on Lawentum's 
JE Tow'rs; | 
Wa Whennow the ſprightly Trumpet, from 
| afar, 2 

Had giv'n the Signal of approaching War, 

Had rouz'd the neighing Steeds to ſcour the Fields, 7 
While the fierce Riders clatter'd on their Shields, 
Trembling with Rage, the Larian Youth prepare 
To join th' Allies, and headlong ruſh to War. : 
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Fierce Uſens, and Meſſaprs, led the Crowd; 
With bold Mezentius, who blaſphem'd aloud. 


I'O 


Theſe, thro' the Country took their waſteful Courſe; 


The Ficlds to forage, and to gather Force. 
Then YVenulus to Diomede they ſend, 

To beg his Aid Auſonia to defend: 

Declare the common Danger; and inform 

The Grecian Leader of the growing Storm: 
Hneas landed on the Latian Coaſt, 

With baniſh'd Gods, and with a baffled Hoaſt; 
Yet now aſpir'd to Conqueſt of the State 
And claim'd a Title from the Gods and Fate. 
What num'rous Nations in his Quarrel came, 
And how they ſpread his formidable Name: 
What he deſign'd, what Miſchiefs might ariſe, 
If Fortune favour'd his firſt Enterpriſe, 

Was left for him to weigh: whoſe equal Ffars, 
And common Intereſt was involy'd in theirs. © 
While Turnus and th' Allies thus urge the War, 
The Trajan floating in a Flood of Care, 

Beholds the Tempeſt which his Foes prepare. 
This way and that he turns his anxious Mind 
Thinks, and rejects the Counſels he deſign'd. 


. Explores himſelf in vain, in ev'ry part, 
And gives no reſt to his diſtracted Heart. 
So when the Sun by Day, or Moon by Night, 
Strike, on the poliſh'd Braſs their trembling Light, 35 
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The glitt'ring Species here and there divide; 
And caſt their dubious Beams from fide to fide: 
Now on the Walls, now on the Pavement play, 
And to the Ceiling flaſh the glaring Day. 
Twas Night: And weary Nature lull'd aſleep 40 
The Birds of Air, and Fiſhes of the Deep; 
And Beaſts, and Mortal Men: The T79jan Chief 
Was laid on Tyber's Banks, oppreſs'd with Grief, © 
And found in filent Slumber late Relief. 
Then, thro' the Shadows of the Poplar Wood, 45 
Aroſe the Father of the Roman Flood; 
An Azure Robe was o'er his Body ſpread, 
A Wreath of ſhady Reeds adorn'd his Head: 
Thus, manifeſt to Sight, the God appear'd, 
And with thefe pleaſing Words his Sorrow chear'd. 
Undoubted Off-ſpring of Etherial Race, ſl 
O long cxpected in this promis'd Place, 
Who, thro? the Foes, haſt born thy banith'd Gods, 
Reſtor'd them to their Hearths, and old Abodes 
This is thy happy Home! The Clime where Fate yy 
Ordains thee to reſtore the Trojan State. 
Fear not, the War ſhall end in laſting Peace; 
And all the Rage of haughty Juno ceaſe. 

And that this nightly Viſion may not ſeem 


Th' Effect of Fancy, or an idle Dream, 60 
A Sow beneath an Oak ſhall lye along; 
All white her ſelf, and white her thirty Young. 
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When thirty rowling Vears have run their Race, 
Thy Son, Aſcauius, on this empty Space, 

Shall build a Royal Town, of laſting Fame; 65 
Which from this Omen ſhall receive the Name. 
Time ſhall approve the Truth: For what remains, 
And how with ſure Succels to crown thy Pains, 

With Patience next attend. A baniſh'd Band, 

Driv'n with Evander from th' Arcadian Land, 70 
Have planted here; and plac'd on high their Walls; 
Their Town the Founder, Palanteum calls: 

Deriv' d from Pallas, his great Grandſire's Name: 

But the fierce Latians old Poſſeſſion claim: 


With War infeſting the new Colony; | 77 


Theſe make thy Friends, and on their Aid rely. 

To thy free Paſſage I ſubmit my Streams: 

Wake Son of Venus from thy pleaſing Dreams; 

And, when the ſetting Stars are loſt in Day, 

To Juno's Pow'r thy juſt Devotion pay. 80 
With Sacrifice the wrathful Queen appeaſe; 

Her Pride at length ſhall fall, her Fury ceaſe 


. When thou return'ſt victorious from the War, 


Perform thy Vows to me with grateful Care. 

The God am I, whoſe yellow Water flows 85 
Around theſe Fields, and fatten as it goes: 

Tyber my Name: among the rowling Floods, 
Renown'd on Earth, eſteem'd among the Gods. 
This is my certain Seat: In Times to come, 


My Waves ſhall waſh the Walls of mighty Rome. 99 
He 
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He ſaid; and plung'd below, while yet he ſpoke: 

His Dream eas and his Sleep forſook. 

He roſe, and looking up, beheld the Skies 

With Purple bluſhing, and the Day ariſe. 

Then, Water in his hollow Palm he took, gy 
From Tyber's Flood; and thus the Pow'rs beſpoke. 

Laurentian Nymphs, by whom the Streams are fed, 

And Father Tyber, in thy ſacred Bed 

Receive Aneas; and from Danger keep. 

Whatever Fount, whatever holy Deep, 100 

Conceals thy wat' ry Stores; where e' er thy riſe, 

And, bubling from below, ſalute the Skies: 

Thou King of horned Floods, whoſe plenteous Urn 
Suffices Fatneſs to the fruitful Corn, 

For this thy kind Compaſſion of our Woes, oy 
Shalt ſhare my Morning Song, and Ev'ning Vows. 

But, oh! be preſent to thy Peoples Aid 

And firm the gracious Promiſe thou haſt made. 

Thus having ſaid, two Gallies, from his Stores, 

With Care he chuſes; Mans, and fits with Oars. 110 
Now on the Shore the fatal Swine is found: 

Wond'rous to tell; ſhe lay along the Ground: 

Her well fed Offspring at her Udders hung; 

She white her ſelf, and white her thirty young 

Aneas takes the Mother, and her Brood, 115 

And all on Juno's Altar are beſtow'd. 

The foll'wing Night, and the ſucceeding Day, 
Propitious Her ſmooth'd his wat'ry Way: 

Ver. . R r 
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He rowl'd his River back; and pois'd he ſtood; 
A gentle Swelling, and a peaceful Flood, 120 
The Trojans mount their Ships; they put from Shoar, 
Born on the Waves, and ſcarcely dip an Oar. 
Shouts from the Land give Omen to their Courſe; 
And the pitch'd Veſſels glide with eaſie Force. 
The Woods and Waters, wonder at the Gleam 125 
Of Shields, and painted Ships, that ſtem the Stream. 
One Summer's Night, and one whole Day they paſs, 
Bet wixt the green· wood Shades; and cut the liquid Glaſs. 
The fiery Sun had finiſh'd half his Race; 
Look'd back, and doubted in the middle Space: 130 
When they from far beheld the riſing Tow'rs, 
The Tops of Sheds, and Shepherds lowly Bow'rs: 
'Thin as they ſtood, which, then of homely Clay, 
Now rife in Marble, from the Roman Sway. 
Theſe Cots, (Evander's Kingdom, mean and poor) 135 
The Trojan ſaw, and turn'd his Ships to Shore. 
Twas on a ſolemn Day: Th' Arcadian States, 
The King and Prince without the City Gates, 
Then paid their Off rings in a ſacred Grove, 
To Hercules, the Warrior Son of Fove. 149 
Thick Clouds of rowling Smoke involve the Skies; 
And Fat of Entrails on his Altar fries. 

But when they ſaw the Ships that ſtem'd the Flood, 
And glitter'd thro' the Covert of the W ood, 


They roſe with Fear; and left th' unfiniſſd Feaſt: 145 
Till dauntleſs Pallas reaſſur'd the reſt, 
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To pay the Rites, Himſelf without delay 
A Jav'lin ſeiz'd, and ſingly took his Way. 
Then gain d a riſing Ground; and call'd from far. 5 


Reſolve me, Strangers, whence, and what you ws. 
Your Buis'neſs here; and bring you Peace or War? 151 
High on the Stern, Aneas took his Stand, 

And held a Branch of Olive in his Hand; 

While thus he ſpoke. The Phrygians Arms you ſec z 
Expell'd from Troy, provok'd in 1raly 1575 
By Latian Foes, with War unjuſtly made: 

At firſt afhanc'd, and at laſt betray'd. 

This Meſſage bear: The Trojans and their Chief 
Bring holy Peace; and beg the King's Relief. 

Struck with ſo great a Name, and all on fire, 160 
The Youth replies, Whatever you require, 

Your Fame exacts: Upon our Shores deſcend, 

A welcome Gueſt, and what you wiſh, a Friend. 

He ſaid; and downward haſting to the Strand, 
Embrac'd the Stranger Prince, and join'd his Hand. 
Conducted to the Grove, Aneas broke 166 
The ſilence firſt, and thus the King beſpoke. 

Beſt of the Greeks, to whom, by Fates Command, 

I bear theſe peaceful Branches in my hand; 

Undaunted I approach you; though I know 179 
Your Birth is Grecian, and your Land my Foe: 


From Atreus tho” your ancient Lineage came; 


And both the Brother Kings your Kindred claim: 
Rr 2 


598 F101. En. VIII. 
Vet, my ſelf-conſcious Worth, your high Renown, 
Your Virtue, thro' the Neighb'ring Nations blown, 
Our Fathers mingl'd Blood, Apollo's Voice, 176 
Have led me hither, leſs by Need than Choice. 

Our Founder Dardanus, as Fame has ſung, 

And Greeks acknowledge, from Elefra ſprung : 

Electra from the Loins of Atlas came; 180 
Atlas whoſe Head ſuſtains the Starry Frame. 

Your Sire is Mercury ; whom long before 

On cold Cyllene's top fair Maja bore. 

Maja the fair, on Fame if we rely, 

Was Atlas Daughter, who ſuſtains the Sky. 185 
Thus from one common Source our Streams divide: 
Ours is the Trajan, yours th' Arcadian ſide. 

Rais'd by theſe Hopes, I ſent no News before: F 
Nor ask'd you leave, nor did your Faith implore c 
But come, without a Pledge, my own Ambaſſador. 


The ſame Rvrulians, who with Arms purſue 191 


Ine Trojan Race, are equal Foes to you. 

Our Hoſt expell'd, what farther Force can ſtay 

The Victor Troops from Univerſal Sway? 

Then will they ſtretch their Pow'r athwart the Land; 
And either Sea from fide to fide command. 196 
Receive our offer'd Faith; and give us thine : 

Our is a gen'rous, and experienc'd Line: 

We want not Hearts, nor Bodies for the War; 

In Council cautious, and in Fields we dare. 200 
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He faid; and while he ſpoke, with piercing Eyes, 
Evander view'd the Man with vaſt ſurprize. 
Pleas'd with his Action, raviſh'd with his Face, 
Then anſwer'd briefly, with a Royal grace. 

O Valiant Leader of the Trojan Line, 20 

In whom the Features of thy Father ſhine ; ' * 
How I recall Anchiſes, how I ſee 

His Motions, Meen, and all my Friend in thee! 
Long tho? it be, tis freſh within my Mind, 


When Priam, to his Siſter's Court deſign'd 210 


A welcome Viſit, with a friendly ſtay ; 

And, thro? th' Arcadian Kingdom took his way. 
Then, paſt a Boy, the callow Down began 

To ſhade my Chin, and call me firſt a Man. 

I faw the ſhining Train, with vaſt delight, 215 
And Priam's goodly Perſon pleas'd my ſight: 

But great Anchiſes, far above the reſt, 

With awful Wonder fir'd my Youthtul Breaſt. 


I long'd to join, in Friendſhip's holy Bands, 


Our mutual Hearts, and plight our mutual Hands. 220 
I firſt accoſted him: I ſu'd, I ſought, 

And, with a loving force, to Pheneus brought. 

He gave me, when at length conſtrain'd to go, 

A Lycian Quiver, and a Gnoſtan Bow: 

A Veſt embroider'd, glorious to behold, 


And two rich Bridles, with their Bits of Gold, 5 


Which my Son's Courſers in obedience hold. 


— 
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The League you ask I offer, as your Right: 
And when to Morrow's Sun reveals the Light, 
With ſwift Supplies you ſhall be ſent away: 230 y 
Now celebrate, with us, this ſolemn Day; c 
Whoſe Holy Rites admit no long Delay. 
Honour our Annual Feaſt ;' and take your Seat 
With friendly Welcome, at a homely Treat. 
Thus having ſaid, the Bowls (remov'd for Fear) 235 
The Youths replac'd; and ſoon reſtor'd the Chear. | 
On ſods of Turf he ſet the Souldiers round ; 
A Maple Throne, rais'd higher from the Ground, 
 Receiv'd the [r9jan Chief: And o'er the Bed, 
A Lion's ſhaggy Hide for Ornament they ſpread. 240 
The Loaves were ſerv'd in Caniſters; the Wine 
In Bowls, the Prieſt renew'd the Rites Divine: 
Broil'd Entrails are their Food; and Beefs continu'd 
Chine. 
But, when the Rage of Hunger was repreſs'd, + 
Thus ſpoke Evander to his Royal Gueſt. 245 
Theſe Rites, theſe Altars, and this Feaſt, O King, | 
From no vain Fears, or Superſtition ſpring : ] 
Or blind Devotion, or from blinder Chance 
Or heady Zeal, or brutal Ignorance: a 
| But, ſav'd from Danger, with a grateful Sence, 270 
I The Labours of a God we recompence. | 


See, from afar, yon Rock that mates the Sky; ew 
| About whoſe Feet ſuch heaps of Rubbiſh lye: Y 
| Such indigeſted Ruin; bleak and bare, 
I How deſart now it ſtands, expos'd in Air! 275 
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Twas once a Robber's Den; inclos'd around 

With living Stone, and deep beneath the Ground. 
The Monſter Cacus, more than half a Beaſt, 

This Hold, impervious to the Sun, poſſeſs'd. 

The Pavement ever foul with human Gore; 260 
Heads, and their mangled Members, hung the Door. 
Vulcan this Plague begot: And, like his Sire, 

Black Clouds he belch'd, and flakes of livid Fire. 
Time, long expected, eas'd us of our Load: 

And brought the needful preſence of a God. 265 
Th' avenging force of Hercules, from Spain, 

Arriv'd in Triumph, from Geryon ſlain; 8 
Thrice liv'd the Gyant, and thrice liv'd in vain. 

His Prize, the lowing Herds, Alcides drove 

Near Tyber's Bank, to graze the ſhady Grove. 270 
Allur'd with Hope of Plunder, and intent 

By Force to rob, by Fraud to circumvent 

The brutal Cacus, as by Chance they ſtray'd, 

Four Oxen thence, and four fair Kine convey'd. 

And, leſt the printed Footſteps might be ſeen, 275 
He drag'd em backwards to his rocky Den. 

The Tracks averſe, a lying Notice gave; 

And led the Searcher backward from the Cave. 

Mean time the Herdſman Heroe ſhifts his place: 

To find freſh Paſture, and untrodden Graſs. 280 
The Beaſts, who miſs'd their Mates, fill'd all around 
With Bellowings, and the Rocks reſtbr'd the Sound. 
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One Heifar who had heard her Love complain, 
Roar'd from the Cave; and made the Project vain. 
Alcides found the Fraud: With Rage he ſhook, 285 
And toſs'd about his Head his knotted Oak. | 
Swift as the Winds, or Scythian Arrows flight, 

He clomb, with eager haſte, th* Aerial height. 

Then firſt we ſaw the Monſter mend his Pace: 

Fear in his Eyes, and Paleneſs in his Face, 290 
Confeſs d the Gods approach: Trembling he ſprings, 
As Terror had increas'd his Feet with Wings: 

Nor ſtay'd for Stairs; but down the Depth he threw 
His Body; on his Back the Door he drew. 

The Door, a Rib of living Rock; with Pains 295 
His Father hew'd it out, and bound with Iron Chains. 
He broke the heavy Links; the Mountain clos'd; 

And Bars and Leavers to his Foc oppos'd. | 
The Wretch had hardly made his Dungeon faſt 

The fierce Avenger came with bounding haſte: 300 
Survey'd the Mouth of the forbidden hold ; 

And here and there his raging Eyes he rowl'd. 


He gnaſh'd his Teeth; and thrice he compaſs'd round 


With winged ſpeed the Circuit of the Ground. 

Thrice at the Cavern's Mouth he pull'd in vain, 305 
And, panting, thrice deſiſted from his Pain. 

A pointed flinty Rock, all bare, and black, 

Grew gibbous from behind the Mountains Back : 


Owls, Ravens, all ill Omens of the Night, 309. 


Here built their Neſts, and hither wing'd their Flight. 
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The leaning Head hung threatning o'er the Flood: 
And nodded to the left: The Heroe ſtood 

Averſe, with planted Feet, and from the right, 
Tugg'd at the ſolid Stone with all his might. 

Thus heav'd, the fix d Foundations of the Rock 315 
Gave way: Heav'n eccho'd at the ratling Shock. 
Tumbling it choak'd the Flood: On either fide 

The Banks leap backwardy and the Streams divide. 
The Sky ſhrunk upward with unuſual Dread: 
And trembling Tyber div'd beneath his Bed. 320 
The Court of Cacus ſtands reveal'd to ſight; 

The Cavern glares with new admitted Light. 

So the pent Vapours with a rumbling Sound 

Heave from below; and rend the hollow Ground: 

A ſounding Flaw ſucceeds: And from on high, 225 
The Gods, with Hate beheld the neather Sky: 

The Ghoſts repine at violated Night; 

And curſe th* invading Sun; and ſicken at the ſight. 
The graceleſs Monſter caught in open Day, 

Inclos'd, and in Deſpair to fly away; 330 
Howls horrible from underneath, and fills 

His hollow Palace, with unmanly Yells. 

The Heroe ſtands above; and from afar 

Plies him with Darts, and Stones, and diſtant War. 
He, from his Noſtrils, and huge Mouth, expires 335 
Black Clouds of Smoke, amidſt his F ather's Fires. 
Gath' ring, with each repeated Blaſt, the Night: 

To make uncertain Aim, and erring Sight. 
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The wrathful God then plunges from above, 

And where in thickeſt Waves the Sparkles drove, 340 
There lights; and wades thro' Fumes, and gropes his 
Half fing'd, half ſtifled, till he graſps his Prey. LWay; 
The Monſter, ſpewing fruitleſs Flames, he found; 

He ſqueez'd his Throat, he writh'd his Neck around, c 
And in a Knot his cripled Members bound. 345 
Then, from their Sockets, tore his burning Eyes 
Row d on a heap the breathleſs Robber lyes. 

The Doors, unbarr'd, receive the ruſhing Day; 

And thorough Lights diſcloſe the raviſh'd Prey. 

The Bulls redeem'd, breathe open Air agen; 259 
Next, by the Feet, they drag him from his Den. 

The wond'ring Neighbourhood, with glad ſurpriſe, 0 


Beheld his ſhagged Breaſt, his Gyant Size, [Eyes. 
His Mouth that flames no more, and his extinguith'd 4 
From that auſpicious Day, with Rites Divine, 3575 
We worſhip at the Hero's Holy Shrine. 

Poritins firſt ordain'd theſe annual Vows, 

As Prieſts, were added the Pinariay Houſe ; 

Who rais'd this Altar in the Sacred Shade 

W here Honours, ever due, for ever ſhall be paid. 360 
For theſe Deſerts, and this high Virtue ſhown, 

Ye warlike Youths, your Heads with Garlands crown. 
Fill high the Goblets with a ſparkling Flood: 

And with deep Draughts invoke our common God. 
This ſaid, a double Wreath Evander twin'd : 367 
And Poplars black and white his Temples bind. 
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Then Brims his ample Bowl: With like Deſi ign 

The reſt invoke the Gods, with ſprinkled Wine. 
Mean time the Sun deſcended from the Skies; 

And the bright Evening-Star began to riſe. 370 
And now the Prieſts, Potitius at their Head, 

In Skins of Beaſts involv'd, the long Proceſſion led: 
Held high the flaming Tapers i in their Hands; 

As Cuſtom had preſcrib'd their holy Bands: 

Then with a ſecond Courſe the Tables load: 375 
And with full Chargers offer to the God. | 
The Sælij ſing, and cenſe his Altars round 

With Saban Smoke, their Heads with Poplar boung. 
One Choir of old, another of the young; 

To dance, and bear the Burthen of the Song. 380 
The Lay records the Labours, and the Praiſc, 

And all th' Immortal Acts of Hercules. 

Firſt, how the mighty Babe, when ſwath'd in Bands, 
The Serpents ſtrangled, with his Infant Hands. 

Then, as in Years, and matchleſs Force he grew, 385 
Th' Oechalian Walls, and Trajan overthrew. 

Beſides a thouſand Hazards they relate, 

Procur'd by Funo's, and Euriſtheus's Hate. 

Thy Hands, unconqucr'd Heroe, cou'd ſubdue 

The Cloud- born Centaurs, and the Monſter Crew. 399 
Nor thy reſiſtleſs Arm the Bull withſtood: 

Nor He the roaring Terror of the Wood. 

The triple Porter of the Styzian Seat, = 
With lolling Tongue, lay fawning at thy Feet: 8 
And, ſciz'd with Fear, forgot his mangled Meat. 395 2 
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Th' Infernal Waters trembled at thy Sight; y 
Thee, God, no face of Danger cou'd Affright; ; 
Not huge Typheus, nor th' unnumber'd Snake, | 
Increas'd with hiſſing Heads, in Lerna's Lake. 

Hail Fove's undoubted Son! An added Grace 4009 

To Heav'n, and the great Author of thy Race. | 
Receive the grateful Off 'rings, which we pay, 
And ſmile propitious on thy ſolemn Day. 

In Numbers, thus, they ſung: Above the reſt, 

The Den, and Death of Cacus crown the Feaſt. 405 | 
The Woods to hollow Vales convey the Sound; | 
The Vales to Hills, and Hills the Notes rebound. *+ - 1 
The Rites perform'd, the chearful Train retire. 

Betwixt young Pallas, and his aged Sire 

The Trojan paſs'd, the City to ſurvey; 410 

And pleaſing Talk beguil'd the tedious Way. 

The Stranger caſt around his curious Eyes; 

New Objects viewing ſtill, with new Surpriſe. 

With greedy Joys enquires of various Things; 

And Acts and Monuments of Ancient Kings. 415 

Then thus the Founder of the Roman Tow'rs : 

Theſe Woods were firſt the Seat of Silvan Pow'rs, 

Of Nymphs, and Fauns, and ſalvage Men, who took 

Their Birth from Trunks of Trees, and ſtubborn Oak. 

Nor Laws they knew, nor Manners, nor the Care) 

Of lab'ring Oxen, or the ſhining Share: 421 c 

Nor Arts of Gain, nor what they gain'd to ſpare. 


En. VIII. NE IS . 607 
Their Exerciſe the Chaſe: the running Flood 
Supply d their Thirſt; the Trees ſupply'd their Food. 
Then Saturn came, who fled the Pow'r of Fove, 425 
Robb'd of his Realms, and baniſh'd from above. 

The Men, diſpers'd on Hills, to Towns he brought; 
And Laws ordain'd, and Civil Cuſtoms taught: 

And Latium call'd the Land where ſafe he lay, 

From his Unduteous Son, and his Uſurping Sway. 430 
With his mild Empire, Peace and Plenty came: 

And hence the Golden Times deriv'd their name. 

A more degenerate, and diſcolour'd Age, 

Succeeded this, with Avarice and Rage. 

Th' Auſonians, then, and bold Sicanians came; 43F 
And Saturn's Empire often chang'd the name. | 
Then Kings, Gygantick Tybris, and the reſt, 

With Arbitrary Sway the Land oppreſs'd. 

For Tyber's flood was Albula before: 

Till, from the 'Tyrants Fate, his name it bore. 440 
I laſt arriv'd, driv'n from my native home, 

By Fortune's Pow'r, and Fate's reſiſtleſs Doom. 

Long toſs'd on Seas I ſought this happy Land: 

Warn'd by my Mother Nymph, and call'd by Heay'ns 


Command. 
Thus, walking on, he ſpoke: and ſhew'd the Gate, 
Since call'd Carmental by the Roman State; 446 


Where ſtood an Altar, Sacred to the Name 

Of old Carmenta, the Prophetick Dame: 

Who to her Son foretold th' Ænean Race, 

Sublime in Fame, and Rome's Imperial Place. 450 
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Then ſhews the Foreſt, which in after times, 

Fierce Romulus, for perpetrated Crimes; 

A Sacred Refuge made: with this, the Shrine 

Where Pan below the Rock had Rites Divine. 

Then tells of Argus death, his murder'd Gueſt, 455 
Whoſe Grave, and Tomb, his Innocence atteſt. 
Thence, to the ſteep Tarpeian Rock he leads; Reeds. 
Now Roof d with Gold; then thatch'd with homely 
A Reverent fear (ſuch Superſtition reigns 

Among the rude) ev'n then poſleſs'd the Swains. 460 
Some God they knew, what God they cou'd not tell, 


Did there amidft the ſacred horrour dwell. 


Th' Arcadians thought him Jove; and ſaid they ſaw 
The mighty 'Thund'rer with Majeſtick awez 
Who ſhook his Shield, and dealt his Bolts around; 465 
And ſcatter'd Tempeſts on the teeming Ground. 
Then ſaw two heaps of Ruins; once they ſtood 

Two ſtately Towns, on either fide the Flood. 

| Saturnia's and Fanicula's Remains: 

And, either place, the Founder's Name retains. 470 
Diſcourſing thus together, they reſort. 

Where poor Evander kept his Country Court. 

They view'd the ground of Rome's litigious Hall; 
Once Oxen low'd, where now the Lawyers bawl. 
Then, ſtooping, thro the Narrow Gate they preſs'd, 
When thus the King beſpoke his Trojau Gueſt. 476 
Mean as it is, this Palace, and this Door, | 
Receiv'd Alcides, then a Conquerour. 
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Dare to be poor: accept our homely Food 


W hich feaſted him; and emulate a God. 480 
Then, underneath a lowly Roof, he led 

The weary Prince; and laid him on a Bed: 5 
The ſtuffing Leaves, with Hides of Bears o'crſpread. 


Now Night had ſhed her ſilver Dews around, 
And with her ſable Wings embrac'd the Ground, 485 
W hen Love's fair Goddeſs, anxious for her Son, 
(New Tumults riſing, and new Wars begun) 
Couch'd with her Husband, in his Golden Bed, 
With theſe alluring Words invokes his aid. 
And, that her pleaſing Speech his Mind may move, 
Inſpires each accent with the Charms of Love. 491 
While Cruel Fate conſpir'd with Grecian Pow'rs, 
To level with the Ground the Trojan Tow'rs; 
I ask'd not Aid th' unhappy to reſtore: 
Nor did the Succour of thy Skill implore. 495 
Nor urg'd the Labours of my Lord in'vain 
A ſinking Empire longer to ſuſtain. 
Tho much I ow'd to Priam's Houſe; and more 
The Dangers of Æneas did deplore. 
But now by Fove's Command, and Fates Decrec, fog 
His Race is doom'd to reign in 1zaly 
With humble Suit I beg thy needful Art, 
O ſtill propitious Pow'r, that Rules my Heart ! 
A Mother kneels a ſuppliant for her Son, 


By Ihetis and Aurora thou wert won 1 
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To forge impenetrable Shields; and grace, 

With fated Arms, a leſs illuſtrious Race. 

Behold, what haughty Nations are combin'd 

Againſt the Relicks of the Pbrygian Kind; 

With Fire and Sword my People to deſtroy; 510 
And conquer Venus twice, in conqu'ring Troy. 

She ſaid z and ſtrait her Arms, of ſnowy hue, 
About her unreſolving Husband threw. 

Her ſoft Embraces ſoon infuſe Deſire : 
His Bones and Marrow ſudden Warmth inſpire; 3 fl 78 
And all the Godhead feels the wonted Fire. — 
Not half ſo ſwift the ratling Thunder flies, 
Or forky Lightnings flaſh along the Skies. 

The Goddeſs, proud of her ſucceſsful Wiles, 

And conſcious of her Form, in ſecret Smiles. 720 
Then thus, the Pow'r, obnoxious to her Charms, 
Panting, and half diſſolving in her Arms: 

Why ſeek you Reaſons for a Cauſe fo juſt; 

Or your own Beauties, or my Love diſtruſt? 

Long ſince, had you requir'd my helpful Hand, 7 
Th' Artificer and Art you might command, _ 
To labour Arms for Troy Nor Fove, nor Fate,, 
Confin'd their Empire to ſo ſhort a Date. 

And, if you now deſire new Wars to wage, 

My Skill I promiſe; and my Pains engage. 73 
Whatever melting Metals can conſpire, 5 

Or breathing Bellows, or the forming Fire, 
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Is freely yours: Your anxious Fears remove: 

And think no Task is difficult to Love. 

Trembling he ſpoke; and eager of her Charms, 535 

He ſnatch'd the willing Goddeſs to his Arms; 

Till in her Lap infus'd, he lay poſleſs'd 

Of full Deſire, and ſunk to pleaſing Reſt. 

Now when the Night her middle race had rode; 

And his firft Slumber had refreſh'd the God #49 

The time when early Houſewifes leave the Bed; 

When living Embers on the Hearth they ſpred ; 

Supply the Lamp, and call the Maids to riſe, 

With yawning Mouths, and with half open'd Eyes; 

They ply the Diſtaff by the winking Light; 747 

And to their daily Labour add the Night. | 

Thus frugally they earn their Childrens Bread: 

And uncorrupted keep the Nuptial Bed. 

Not leſs concern'd, nor at a later Hour, | | 

Roſe from his downy Couch the forging Pow'r. fo 
Sacred to Vulcan's Name an Ifle there lay, 

Betwixt Sicilia's Coaſts and Lifare ; 

Rais'd high on ſmoaking Rocks, and deep below, 

In hollow Caves the Fires of Ana glow. 

The Cyclops here their heavy Hammers deal ; ſys 

Loud Strokes, and hiſſings of tormented. Steel 

Are heard around: The boyling Waters roar 

And ſmoaky Flames thro' fuming Tunnels ſoar. 


'S Hether, the Father of the Fire, by Night, 
Through the brown Air precipitates his Flight. 76 
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On their Eternal Anvils here he found 
The Brethren beating, and the Blows go round: 
A load of pointleſs Thunder now there lies 
Before their Hands, to ripen for the Skies: 


Theſe Darts, for angry Jove, they daily caſt: 5765 


Conſum'd on Mortals with prodigious waſte. 

Three Rays of writhen Rain, of Fire three more, 

Of winged Southern Winds, and cloudy Store 

As many parts, the dreadful Mixture frame: 

And Fears are added, and avenging Flame. o 

Inferior Miniſters, for Mars repair 

His broken Axeltrees, and blunted War: 

And ſend him forth agen, with furbiſt'd Arms, 

To wake the lazy War, with Trumpets loud Alarms. 

The reſt retreſh the ſcaly Snakes, that fold 577 

The Shield of Pallas; and renew their Gold. 

Full on the Creſt the Gorgon's Head they place, 

With Eyes that rowlinDeath, and with diſtorted Face. 
My Sons, ſaid Vulcan, ſet your Tasks afide, 

. Your Strength, and Maſter Skill, muſt now be try'd. 

Arms, for a Heroe forge: Arms that require 581 

Your Force, your Speed, and all your forming Fire. 

He ſaid: They ſet their former Work aſide: 

And their new Toils with cager haſte divide. 

A Flood of molten Silver, Braſs, and Gold, 87 

And deadly Steel, in the large Furnace rowl'd ; 

Of this, their artful Hands a Shield prepare; 

Alone ſufficient to ſuſtain the War. 
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Sev'n Orbs within a ſpacious round they cloſe; 

One ſtirs the Fire, and one the Bellows blows. #99 
The hiſſing Steel is in the Smithy drown'd ; 

The Grot with beaten Anvils groans around. 

By turns their Arms advance, in equal time : 

By turns their Hands deſcend, and Hammers chime. 
They turn the glowing Maſs, with crooked Tongs : 
The fiery Work proceeds, with Ruſtick Songs 596 
While, at the Lemnian God's Command, they urge 
Their Labours thus, and ply th* Evian Forge: 

The chearful Morn ſalutes Evander's Eyes | 
And Songs of chirping Birds invite to rife. 600 
He leaves his lowly Bed; his Buskins meet 

Above his Ankles; Sandals ſheath his Feet : 

He ſets his truſty Sword upon his fide; 

And o'er his Shoulder throws a Panther's Hide. 

Two Menial Dogs before their Maſter preſs'd: 60 
Thus clad, and guarded thus, he ſeeks his Kingly Gueſt. 
Mindful of promis'd Aid, he mends his Pace: 

But meets Areas in the middle Space. 

Young Pallas did his Father's Steps attend; 

And true Achates waited on his Friend. 610 
They join their Hands; a ſecret Seat they chuſe 

Th Arcadian firſt, their former Talk renews. 
UnJaunted Prince, I never can believe 

The Trojan Empire loſt, while you ſurvive. 

Command th' Afliſtince of a faithful Friend: 615 


But feeble are the Succours I can ſend. 
8 {3 
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Our narrow Kingdom, here the Tyber bounds; 
That other ſide the Latian State ſurrounds ; 
Inſults our Walls, and waſtes our fruitful Grounds, 
But mighty Nations I prepare, to join 620 
Their Arms with yours, and aid your juſt Deſign. 
You come, as by your hetter Genius fent : 

And Fortune ſeems to favour your intent. 

Not far from hence there ſtands a Hilly Town, 

Of ancient Building, and of high Renown) 625 
Torn from the Trſcans, by the Lydian Race; 

Who gave the Name of Cere, to the Place 

Once Agyllina call'd: It flouriſh'd long 

In Pride of Wealth; and warlike People ſtrong. 

Till curs'd Mezentius, in a fatal Hour, 630 
Aſſum'd the Crown, with Arbitrary Pow'r. 

What Words can paint thoſe execrable Times; 

The Subjects Suff rings, and the Tyrant's Crimes! 
That Blood, thoſe Murthers, O ye Gods replace 

On his own Head, and on his impious Race! czy 
The Living, and the Dead, at his Command 

Were coupled, Face to Face, and Hand to Hand: 


Till choak'd with Stench, in loath'd Embraces ty'd, 


The ling'ring Wretches pin'd away, and dy'd. 

Thus plung'd in Ills, and meditating more; 640 
The People's Patience try'd, no longer bore 

The raging Monſter : But with Arms beſet 

His Houſe, and Vengeance and Deſtruction threat. 
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They fire his Palace: While the Flame aſcends, 

They force his Guards; and execute his Friends. 645 
He cleaves the Crowd; and favour'd by the Night, 
To Turnus's friendly Court directs his flight. 

By juſt Revenge the Tyſcans ſet on Fire, 

With Arms, their King to Puniſhment require : 
Their num'rous Troops, now muſter'd on the Strand, 
My Counſel ſhall ſubmit to your Command. 671 
Their Navy ſwarms upon the Coaſts: They cry 

To hoiſt their Anchors; but the Gods deny. 

An ancient Augur, skill'd in future Fate, 

With theſe foreboding Words reſtrains their Hate. 655 
Ye brave in Arms, ye Lydian Blood, the Flow'r 

Of Tuſcan Youth, and chojce of all their Pow'r, 
Whom juſt Revenge againſt Mezentius arms, 

To ſeek your Tyrant's Death, by lawful Arms: 

Know this; no Native of our Land may lead 669 
This pow'rful People: Seek a Foreign Head. 

Aw'd with theſe Words, in Camps they ſtill abide; 
And wait with longing Looks their promis'd Guide. 
Tarchon, the Tuſcan Chief, to me has ſent 
Their Crown, and ev'ry Regal Ornament: 665 
The People join their own with his Deſire; 

And All, my Conduct, as their King, require. 

But the chill Blood that creeps within my Veins, 

And Age, and liſtleſs Limbs unfit for Pains, 

And a Soul conſcious of its own Decay, 679 
Have forc'd me to refuſe Imperial Sway. 
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My Pallas were more fit to mount the Throne; 

And ſhou'd, but he's a Sabine Mother's Son; 

And half a Native: But in you combine 

A Manly Vigour, and a Foreign Line. 675 
Where Fate and ſmiling Fortune ſhew the Way, 
Purſue the ready Path to Sov'rain Sway. 

The Staff of my declining Days, my Son, 

Shall make your good or ill Succeſs his own. 

In fighting Fields from you ſhall learn to dare: 689 
And ſerve the hard Apprentiſhip of War. 

Your matchleſs Courage, and your Conduct view; 
And early ſhall begin t' admire and copy you. 

Beſides, two hundred Horſe he ſhall command : 

Tho' few, a warlike and well choſen Band. 685 
Theſe in my Name are liſted: And my Son 

As many more has added in his own. 

Scarce had he ſaid; Achates and his Gueſt, 

With downcaft Eyes their ſilent Grief expreſt: 

Who ſhort of Succours; and in deep Deſpair, 690 
Shook at the diſmal Proſpect of the War. 

But his bright Mother, from a breaking Cloud, 

To chear her Iſſue, thunder'd thrice aloud. 

Thrice, forky Lightning flaſh'd along the Sky; 

And Tyrrhens Trumpets thrice were heard on high. 
Then, gazing up, repeated Peals they hear: 69g 
And, in a Heav'n ſerene, refulgent Arms appear; 
Red'ning the Skies, and glitt'ring all around, 

The temper'd Metals claſh z and yield a Silver ſound, 
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The reſt ſtood trembling, ſtruck with awe divine, 700 

ueus only conſcious to the Sign, 

Preſag'd th' Event; and joyful view'd, above, 

Th accompliſh'd Promiſe of the Queen of Love. 

Then, to th' Arcadian King: This Prodigy 

(Diſmiſs your Fear) belongs alone to me. 8 

Heav'n calls me to the War: Th' expected Sign 

Is giv'n of promis'd Aid, and Arms Divine. 

My Goddeſs-Mother; whole Indulgent Care, 

Foreſaw the Dangers of the growing War; 

This Omen gave; when Bright Vulcanian Arms, 710 

Fated from force of Steel by SH ,EH. Charms, 

Suſpended, ſhone on high: She then foreſhow'd 

Approaching Fights, and Fields to float in Blood. 

Turnus ſhall dearly pay for Faith forſworn: 714 

And Corps, and Swords, and Shields, on Tyber born, 

Shall choak his Flood: Now ſound che loud Alarms; 

And Latian Troops prepare your perjur'd Arms. 
He ſaid; and riſing from his homely Throne, 

The Solemn Rites of Hercules begun: 

And on his Altars wak'd the fleeping Fires : 720 

Then chearful to his Houſchold-Gods retires. 

There offers choſen Sheep: Th' Arcadia King 

And Trajan Youth the ſame Oblations bring. 

Next of his Men, and Ships, he makes review, 

Draws out the beſt, and ableſt of the Crew. 727 

Down with the falling Stream the Refuſe run: 

To raiſe with joytul News his drooping Son. 
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Steeds are prepar'd to mount the Trojan Band; 

Who wait their Leader to the Tyrrbene Land. 

A ſprightly Courſer, fairer than the reſt, 730 
The King himſelf preſents his Royal Gueſt. 

A Lyon's Hide his Back and Limbs infold : 

Precious with ſtudded work, and Paws of Gold. 

Fame through the little City ſpreads aloud 

Th' intended March, amid the fearful Crowd: 735 
The Matrons beat their Breaſts ; diſſolve in Tears; 
And double their Devotion in their Fears. 

The War at hand appears with more affright : 

And riſes cv'ry Moment to the fight. 739 
Then, old Evander, with a cloſe embrace, Face. 
Strain'd his departing Friend; and Tears o'er-flow his 
Wou'd Heav'n, ſaid he, my Strength and Youth recall, 
Such as I was beneath Preneſte's Wall; 

Then when I made the foremoſt Foes retire, 

And ſet whole heaps of conquer'd Shields on Fire. 745 
When Ferilus in ſingle Fight I flew; 

Whom with three lives Feronze did endue: 

And thrice I ſent him to the Szygran Shore; 

Till the laſt Ebbing Soul return'd no more: 

Such, if I ſtood renew'd, not theſe Alarms, 750 
Nor Death, ſhou'd rend me from my Pallas Arms: 
Nor proud Meentius, thus unpuniſh'd, boaſt 

His Rapes and Murthers on the Tuſcan Coaſt. 

Ve Gods! and mighty Fove, in pity bring 

Relief, and hear a Father, and a King. 777 
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If Fate and you, reſerve theſe Eyes, to ſee 
My Son return with Peace and Victory; 
If the lov'd Boy ſhall bleſs his Father's fight; 
If we ſhall meet again with more delight; 
Then draw my Lite in length, let me ſuſtain, 5760 
In hopes of his Embrace, the worſt of Pain. 
But if your hard Decrees, which, O! I dread, 
Have doom'd to death his undeſerving head ; 
This, O this very Moment, let me die; 
While Hopes and Fears in equal ballance lye. 765 
While yet poſſeſt of all his Youthful Charms, 
I ſtrain him cloſe within theſe Aged Arms: 
Before that fatal news my Soul ſhall wound ! 
He ſaid, and, ſwooning, ſunk upon the ground: 
His Servants bore him off; and ſoftly laid 770 
His languiſh'd Limbs upon his homely Bed. 

The Horſemen march; the Gates are open'd wide 
neas at their head, Achates by his ſide. 
Next theſe the Trojan Leaders rode along: 
Laſt, follows in the Reer, th' Arcadian Throng. 775 
Young Pallas ſhone conſpicuous o'er the reſt; 
Guilded his Arms, Embroider'd was his Veſt. 
So, from the Seas, exerts his radiant head 
The Star, by whom the Lights of Heav'n are led: 
Shakes from his roſie Locks the perly Dews; 780 
Diſpels the darkneis, and the Day renews. 
The trembling Wives, the Walls and Turrets crowd; 
And follow, with their Eyes, the duſty Cloud: 
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0 Which Winds diſperſe by fits; and ſhew from far 

| The blaze of Arms, and Shields, and ſhining War. 785 

18 The Troops, drawn up in beautiful Array, 

| O'er heathy Plains purſue the ready way. 

Repeated peals of ſhowts are heard around : 

The Neighing Courſers anſwer to the ſound : © 

is And ſhake with horny Hoots the ſolid ground. 790 

i | | A greenwood Shade, for long Religion known, 

I Stands by the Streams that waſh the Tyſcan Town: 

' | Incompals'd round with gloomy Hills above, 
Which add a holy horrour to the Grove. 
| 
| 
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The firſt Inhabitants, of Grecian Blood, 7TOf 
J That ſacred Foreſt to Sum vow'd : 
Ty The Guardian of their Flocks, and Fields; and pay 
ill Their due Devotions on his annual day. 
Not far from hence, along the River's ſide, 
In Tents ſecure, the I. Troops abide $99 
C || By Tarchon led. Now, from a riſing ground, 
Hueas caſt his wond'ring Eyes around; 
And all the Tyrrhene Army had in ſight, 
| Stretch'd on the ſpacious Plain from left to right. 
Thether his warlike Train the Trojan led; 8oy 
Refreih'd his Men, and weary'd Horſes fed. ED 
Mean time the Mother Goddeſs,crown'd with Charms, 
Breaks thro' the Clouds, and brings the fated Arms. 2 
| Within a winding Vale ſhe finds her Son, 
On the cool River's Banks, retir'd alone. 810 
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She ſhews her heav'nly Form, without diſpuiſe, 

and gives her ſelf to his defiring Eyes. 

Behold, ſhe ſaid, perform'd, in ev'ry part, 

My promiſe made; and Vulcan's labour'd Art. 

Now ſeek, ſecure, the Latian Enemy; IT 
And haughty Turnus to the Field defy. 

She ſaid: And having firſt her Son enabrac'd; 

The radjant Arms beneath an Oak the plac'd. 

Proud of the Gift, he rowl'd his greedy ſight 

Around the Work, and gaz'd with vaſt delight. 820 
He lifts, he turns, he poizes, and admires 

The Creſted Helm, that vomits radiant Fires: 

His hands the fatal Sword, and Corſlet hold: 

One keen with temper'd Steel, one {tiff with Gold. 
Both ample, flaming both, and beamy bright: 825 
So ſhines a Cloud, when edg'd with adverſe Light. 
He ſhakes the pointed Spear ; and longs to try 

The plaited Cuiſhes, on his manly thigh. 

But moſt admires the Shields Myſterious mould, 

And Roman T riumphs riſing on the Gold. 830 
For thoſe, erboſs'd, the Heav'nly Smith had w rought, 
(Not in the Rolls of future Fate untaught,) 

The Wars in Order, and the Race Divine 

Of Warriors, iſſuing from the Frlian Line. 

The Cave of Mars was dreſs'd with moſſy Greens: 8 35 
There, by the Wolf, were laid the Martial Twins. 
Intrepid on her ſwelling Dugs they hung; 

The foſter Dam loll'd out her fawning Tongue: 
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They ſuck'd ſecure, while bending back her Head, 

She lick'd their tender Limbs; and form'd them as 
they fed. 840 

Not far from thence new Rome appears, with Games 

Projected for the Rape of Sabine Dames. 

The Pit reſounds with Shrieks: A War ſucceeds, 

For breach of Publick Faith, and unexampl'd Deeds. 

Here for Revenge the Sabine Troops contend: 845 

The Romans there with Arms the Prey defend. 

Weary'd with tedious War, at length they ceaſe; 

And both the Kings and Kingdoms plight the Peace. 

The friendly Chiefs, before Fove's Altar ſtand ; 

Both arm'd, with each a Charger in his Hand: 89 

A fatted Sow, for Sacrifice is led; 

With Imprecations on the perjur'd Head. 

Near this, the Traytor Merius, ſtretch'd between 

Four fiery Steeds, is dragg'd along the Green; 

By Tullus doom: The Brambles drink his Blood; 8x 

And his torn Limbs are left, the Vulture's Food. 

There, Porſena to Rome proud Tarquin brings; 

And wou'd by Force reſtore the baniſh'd Kings. 

One Tyrant, for his fellow Tyrant fights: 

The Roman Youth aſſert their Native Rights. 860 

Before the Town the Tſcan Army lies: 

To win by Famine, or by Fraud ſurpriſe. 

Their King, half threat'ning, half diſdaining ſtood : 

While Cocles broke the Bridge; and ſtem'd the Flood. 

The Captive Maids there tempt the raging Tide: 865 

Spac'd from their Chains, with Clelia for their Guide. 
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High on a Rock Heroick Manlius ſtood 
To guard the Temple, and the Temple's God: 
Then Rome was poor; and there you might behold 


The Palace, thatch'd with Straw, now roof'd with Gold. 
' The Silver Gooſe before the ſhining Gate 871 
There flew; and by her Cackle, ſav'd the State. 


She told the Gauls approach: Th' approaching Gault, 
Obſcure in Night, aſcend, and ſeize the Walls. 

The Gold, deſſembl'd well their yellow Hair: 875 
And Golden Chains on their white Necks they wear. 
Gold are their Veſts: Long Alpine Spears they wield : 
And their left Arm ſuſtains a length of Shield. 

Hard, by the leaping Salian Prieſts advance: 

And naked thro” the Streets the mad Luperci dance: 889 
In Caps of Wool. 'The Targets dropt from Heay'n: 
Here modeſt Matrons in ſoft Litters driv'n, 


'To pay their Vows in ſolemn Pomp appear : 


And odorous Gums in their chaſt Hands they bear. 

Far hence remov'd, the SHhgian Seats are ſeen: 887 
Pains of the damn'd, and puniſh'd Cazzline : 

Hung on a Rock the Traytor; and around, 

The Furies hiſſing from the neather Ground. 

Apart from theſe, the happy Souls, he draws, 

And Cato's holy Ghoſt, diſpenſing Laws. 899 
Betwixt the Quarters, flows a Golden Sea: 


But foaming Surges, there, in Silver play. 


The dancing Dolphins, with their Tails, divide 
The glitt ring Waves; and cut the precious Tide. 
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Amid the Main, two mighty Fleets engage 
Their Brazen Beaks; oppos'd with equal Rage. 
AMium, ſurveys the well diſputed Prize: 
Leucate's wat'ry Plain, with foamy Billows fries. 
Young Ceſar, on the Stern, in Armour bright; 
Here leads the Rom ans and their Gods to fight: 
His beamy Temples ſhoot their Flames afar; 
And o'er his Head is hung the Julian Star. 
Agrippa ſeconds him, with proſp'rous Gales : 
And, with propitious Gods, his Foes aflails. 
A Naval Crown, that binds his Manly Brows, 
The happy Fortune of the Fight foreſhows. 
Rang'd on the Line oppos'd, Antonius brings 
Barbarian Aids, and Troops of Eaſtern Kings. 
Th' Arabians near, and Battrians from afar, 
Of Tongues diſcordant, and a mingled War. 
And, rich in gaudy Robes, amidſt the Strife, 
His ill Fate follows him; th' Egyptian Wife. 
Moving they fight : With Oars, and forky Prows, 
'The Froth is gather'd; and the Water glows. 
It ſeems, as if the Cyclades again 
Were rooted up, and juſtled in the Main: 
Or floating Mountains, floating Mountains meet ; 
Such is the fierce Encounter of the Fleet. 
Fire- balls are thrown; and pointed Jav'lins fly: 
The Fields of Neptune take a Purple Dye. 
The Queen her ſelf, amidſt the loud Alarms, 
With Cymbals toſs'd her fainting Soldiers warms, 
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Fool as ſhe was; who had not yet divin'd 

Her cruel Fate; nor ſaw the Snakes behind. 

Her Country Gods, the Monſters of the Sky, 925 
Great Neptune, Pallas, and Love's Queen, defie. 

The Dog Anubis barks, but barks in vain 

Nor longer dares oppoſe th' X:therial Train. 

Mars, in the middle of the ſhining Shield 

Is grav'd, and ſtrides along the liquid Field. 930 
The Dire ſowſe from Heav'n, with ſwift Deſcent: 
And Diſcord, dy'd in Blood, with Garments rent, 
Divides the Preace: Her Steps, Bellona treads, 

And ſhakes her Iron Rod above their Heads. 

This ſeen, Apollo, from his Actian height, 937 
Pours down his Arrows: At whoſe winged flight 

The trembling Indians, and Egpytians yield: 

And ſoft Sabæans quit the wat'ry Field. 

The fatal Miſtreſs hoiſts her ſilken Sails; 

And, ſhrinking from the Fight, invokes the Galcs. 940 
Aghaſt ſhe looks; and heaves her Breaſt, for Breath: 
Panting, and pale with fear of future Death. 

The God had figur'd her, as driv'n along, 

By Winds and Waves; and ſcudding thro' the Throng. 
Juſt oppoſite, ſad Nilus, opens wide 945 
His Arms, and ample Boſom, to the Tide. 

And ſpreads his Mantle o'er the winding Coaſt: 

In which he wraps his Queen, and hides the flying Hoaſt. 


The Victor, to the Gods his Thanks expreſs'd: 


And Rome triumphant, with his Preſence bleſs'd. 959 


By Vulcan labour'd, and by Venus brought, 

With Joy and Wonder fill the Hero's thought? 975 

Unknown the Names, he yet admires the Grace; 

And bears aloft the Fame, and Fortune of his Race. 
The 
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Three hundred Temples in the Town he plac'd: 

With Spoils and Altars ev'ry Temple grac'd. 

Three ſhining Nights, and three ſucceeding Days, 

The Fields reſound with Shouts; the Streets with 
Praiſe : 9f 4 

The Domes with Songs, the Theatres with Plays. 

All Altars flame: Before each Altar lies, 

Drench'd in his Gore, the deſtin'd Sacrifice. 

Great Ceſar ſits ſublime upon his Throne; 

Before Apolly's Porch of Parian Stone: 

Accepts the Preſents vow'd for Victory; 960 

And hangs the Monumental Crowns on high. 

Vaſt Crowds of vanquiſh'd Nations march along: 

Various in Arms, in Habit, and in Tongue. 

Here, Mulciber aſſigns the proper Place 

For Carzans, and th' ungirt Numidian Race 965 

Then ranks the Thracians in the ſecond Row; 

With Scyrbians, expert in the Dart and Bow. 

And here the tam'd Eupbrates humbly glides ; 

And there the Rhine ſubmits her ſwelling Tides. 969 

And proud Araxes, whom no Bridge cou'd bind: 


The Danes unconquer'd Offspring, march behind; 
And Morini, the laſt of Human Kind. 


Theſe Figures, on the Shield divinely wrought, 2 
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Tbe Ninth Bock of the 
rn 
The ARGUMENT: 


Turnus takes Advantage f Kneas's Abſence, fires ſome 
of his Ships, (which are transforw'd into Sea-Nymphs ) 
and aſſaults his Camp. ' The Trojans reduc'd to the 

laſt Extremities, ſend Niſus and Euryalus to recall A- 
neas; which furniſhes the Poet with that admirable E- 
piſode of their Friendſbip, Generofity , and the conclu- 
fon of their Adventures. | 
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he various Iris Juno ſends with haſte, 

10 find bold Tune, who, with anxious 
Thought, | 

The ſecret Shade of his great Grandfire 


ie theſe Affairs in diſtant Places paſs'd, 
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ſought. 
Retir'd alone ſhe found the daring Man; 03% 0 
And op'd her roſie Lips, and thus began. 
What none of all the Gods cou'd grant thy Vows; 
That, Turns, this auſpicious Day beſtows. 
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neas, gone to ſeek th' Arcadian Prince, 
Has left the Trajan Camp without defence; 10 
And, ſhort of Succours there; employs his Pains 
In Parts remote to raiſe the Tuſcan Swains : 
Nov ſnatch an Hour that favours thy Deſigns, 
Unite thy Forces, and attack their Lines. 
This ſaid, on equal Wings ſhe pois'd her Weight, 15 
And form'd a radiant Rainbow in her flight. 
The Daunian Heroe lifts his Hands and Eyes; 
And thus invokes the Goddeſs as ſhe flies. 
Iris, the Grace of Heav'n, what Pow'r Divine 
Has ſent thee down, thro' dusky Clouds to ſhine? 29 
See they divide; immortal Day appears; 
And glitt'ring Planets dancing in their Spheres: 
With Joy, theſe happy Omens I obey; 
And follow to the War, the God that leads the Way, 

Thus having ſaid, as by the Brook he ſtood, 27 
He ſcoop'd the Water from the Cryſtal Hood; 
Then with his Hands the drops to Heav'n he throws, 
And loads the Pow'rs above with offer'd Vows. 

Now march the bold Confed'ratcs thro' the Plain; 
Well hors'd, well clad, a rich and ſhining Train: 30 
Meſſapus leads the Van; and in the Reer, 

Fhe Sons of Hrrbeus in bright Arms appear. 

In the Main Battel, with his flaming Creſt, 

The mighty Turnus tow'rs above the reſt: 

Silent they move; majeſtically flow, 35 
Like ebbing Mile, or Ganges in his flow. 
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The Trojans view the duſty Cloud from far; 
And the dark Menace of the diſtant, War. 
Caicus from the Rampire ſaw it riſe, 
Blackning the Fields, and thickning thro' the Skies. 40 
Then to his Fellows thus aloud he calls, 
What rowling Clouds, my Friends, approach the Walls? 
Arm, arm, and Man the Works; prepare your Spears, 
And pointed Darts; the Latian Hoaſt appears. 

Thus warn'd, they ſhut their Gates; with Shouts aſcend 
The Bulwarks, and ſecure their Foes attend. 46 


For their wiſe Gen'ral with foreſecing Care, 


Had charg'd them not tempt the doubtful War: 
Nor, tho? provok'd, in open Fields advance; 
But cloſe within their Lines attend their chance. 50 
Unwilling, yet they keep the ſtrict Command; 
And ſourly wait in Arms the Hoſtile Band. 
The fiery Turnus flew before the reſt,- 
A Pye- ball'd Steed of Thracian Strain he preſs'd; 54 ; 
His Helm of maſly Gold; and Crimſon was his Creft. 
With twenty Horſe to ſecond his Deſigns, 
An unexpected Foe, he fac'd the Lines. 

Is there, he ſaid, in Arms who bravely dare, 
His Leader's Honour, and his Danger ſhare ? 
Then ſpurring on, his brandiſh'd Dart he threw, 60 
In ſign of War; applauding Shouts enſue. 

Amaz'd to find a daſtard race that Run 


Behind the Rampires, and the Battel ſhun, 


Te: 
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He rides around the Camp, with rowling Eyes, 
And ſtops at ev'ry Poſt; and ev'ry Paſſage tries. 

So roams the nightly Wolf about the Fold, 

Wet with deſcending Show'rs, and ſtiff with Cold; 
He howls for Hunger, and he grins for Pain; 
His gnaſhing Teeth are exercis'd in vain : 

And impotent of Anger, finds no way 70 
In his diſtended Paws to graſp the Prey. 

The Mothers liſten ; but the bleating Lambs 

Securely {wig the Dug, beneath the Dams. 

Thus ranges eager Turmis o'er the Plain, 

Sharp with Deſire, and furious with Diſdain: 75 
Surveys each Paſſage with a piercing Sight; 

To force his Foes in equal Field to fight. 

Thus, while he gazes round, at length he ſpies 
Where, fenc'd with ſtrong Redoubts, their Navy lies; 
Cloſe underneath the Walls: The waſhing Tide 80 
Secures from all approach this weaker fide. 

He takes the wiſh'd Occaſion ; fills his Hand: 

With ready Fires, and ſhakes a flaming. Brand: 

Urg'd by his Preſence, ev'ry Soul is warm'd, 

And ev'ry Hand with kindled Firrs is arm'd. 8 
From the fir'd Pines the ſcatt'ring Sparkles fly; 

Fat Vapours mix'd with Flames involve the Sky. 


657 


What Pow'r, O Muſes, cou'd avert the Flame 


Which threaten'd, in the Fleet, the Trojan Name! 
Tell: For the Fact thro' length of Time obſcure, 90 
Is hard to Faith; yet ſhall the Fame endure. 
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Tis faid, that when the Chief prepar'd his flight, 
3 And fell'd his Timber from Mount Ida's height, 
f The Grandam Goddeſs then approach'd her Son, 
And with a Mother's Majeſty begun. 9 
Grant me, ſhe ſaid, the ſole Requeſt I bring, 
Since conquer'd Heav'n has own'd you for its King: 
On Las Brows for Ages paſt, there ſtood, 
With Firrs and Maples fill'd, a ſhady Wood: 
And on the Summit roſe a Sacred Grove, 199 
Where I was worſhipp'd with Religious Love; 
Thoſe Woods, that Holy Grove, my long delight, 
I gave the Trojan Prince, to ſpeed his flight. 
Now fill'd with Fear, on their behalf I come; 
Let neither Winds o'erſet, nor Waves intomb 
The floating Foreſts of the Sacred Pine; 
But let it be their Safety to be mine. 
Then thus reply'd her awful Son; who rowls 
The radiant Stars, and Heav'n and Earth controuls ; 
How dare you, Mother, endleſs Date demand, 


107 


110 
For Veſſels moulded by a Mortal Hand? 

What then is Fate? Shall bold Areas ride 

Of Safety certain, on th' uncertain Tide? 

Yet what I can, I grant: When, wafted o'er, 

The Chief is landed on the Latian Shore, 117 


Whatever Ships eſcape the raging Storms, 

At my Command ſhall change their fading Forms 
To Nymphs Divine: and plow the wat'ry Way, 
Like Dotis, and the Daughters of the Sea. 
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To ſeal his ſacred Vow, by Styx he ſwore, 120 
The Lake with liquid Pitch, the dreery Shore; 
And Phlegethor's innavigable Flood. 


And the black Regions of his Brother God: 

He ſaid; and ſhook the Skies with his Imperial Nod. 
And now at length the number'd Hours were come, 

Prefix'd by Fate's irrevocable Doom, 126 

When the great Mother of the Gods was free 

To ſave her Ships, and finiſh Fove's Decree. 

Firſt, from the Quarter of the Morn, there ſprung 

A Light that ſign'd the Heav'ns, and ſhot along: 130 

'T "eb from a Cloud, fring'd round with Golden Fires, 

Were Timbrels heard, and Berecynthian Quires : 

And laſt a Voice, with more than Mortal Sounds, 2 

Both Hoſts in Arms oppos'd, with equal Horror wounds, 
O Tajan Race, your needleſs Aid forbear; 137 

And know my Ships are my peculiar Care. | 

With greater caſe the bold Restulian may, 

With hiſſing Brands, attempt to burn the Sea, 

Than ſinge my ſacred Pines. But you my Char ge, 

Loos'd from your crooked Anchors lanch at large, 149 

Exalted each a Nymph : Forſake the Sand, 

And ſwim the Seas, at Cybele's Command. 

No ſooner had the Goddeſs ceas'd to ſpeak, 

When lo, th? obedient Ships, their Haulſers break; 

And, ftrange to tell, like Dolphins in the Main, 147 

They pl unge ther Prows, and dive, and ſpring again ; 


rer 


WW. 3 LE 


- 


WN \\\ \ \ _ "W\\ 
'\'\, MA 


— 2 MT 


2 


; q 1 6 * y FS Sm 5 . 2 25 * 8 
& 14S 4 ; 3 * N 1 : 
ne; G * bt a: * E g 1 a CS 
* ox K. 4 


Xn. IX. M N EIB. 633 
As many beauteous Maids the Billows ſweep, 


As rode before tall Veſſels on the Deep. 


The Foes, ſurpriz d with Wonder, ſtood aghaſt, 
Meſſapus curb'd his fiery Courſer's haſte; 1570 
Old Tyber roar'd; and raiſing up his Head, 


Call'd back his Waters to their Oozy Bed. 


Tiurms alone, undaunted, bore the Shock; 

And with theſe Words his trembling Troops beſpoke. 
Theſe Monſters for the Ir9jans Fate are meant, 155 
And are by Fove for black Preſages ſent. 

He takes the Cowards laſt Relief away; 

For fly they cannot; and, conſtrain'd to ſlay, 5 
Muſt yield unfought, a baſe inglorious Prey. 

The liquid half of all the Globe, is loſt; 160 
Heav'n ſhuts the Seas, and we ſecure the Coat. 
'Theirs is no more, than that ſmall ſpot of Ground, 
Which Myryads of our Martial Men ſurround. 

Their Fates I fear not; or vain Oracles ; 

Twas given to Venus, they ſhou'd croſs the Seas: 165 
And land ſecure upon the Latian Plains, 

Their promis'd Hour is paſs'd, and mine remains. 

Tis in the Fate of Turmis, to deſtroy 

With Sword and Fire the faithleſs Race of Try. 

Shall ſuch Affronts as theſe, alone inflame 170 
The Grecian Brothers, and the Grecian Name ? 

My Cauſe and theirs is one; a fatal Strife, 

And final Ruin, for a raviſh'd Wife. 


634 VIRGIL: 


| Was't not enough, that, puniſh'd for the Crime, | 
They fell; but will they fall a ſecond Time? 175 


| 


1 


En. IX. 


One wou'd have thought they paid enough before, 
To curſe the coſtly Sex; and durſt offend no more. 
Can they ſecurely truſt their feeble Wall, 

A flight Partition, a thin Interval, 

Betwixt their Fate and them; when Troy, tho? built 


By Hands Divine, yet periſh'd by their Guilt? 181 


Lend me, for once, my Friends, your valiant Hands, 
To force from out their Lines theſe daſtard Bands. 
Leſs than a thouſand Ships will end this War; 

Nor Vulcan needs his fated Arms prepare. 187 
Let all the Tuſcaus, all th Arcadians join, 


Nor theſe, nor thoſe ſhall fruſtrate my Deſign. 


Let them not fear the Treaſons of the Night; 
The robb'd Palladium, the pretended flight: 
Our Onſet ſhall be made in open Light. 199 
No wooden Engine ſhall their 'Town betray, 
Fires they ſhall have around, but Fires by Day. 
No Grecian Babes before their Camp appear, 
Whom Heitor's Arms detain'd, to the tenth tardy Year. 
Now, ſince the Sun is rowling to the Weſt, 197 
Give we the ſilent Night to needful Reſt: 
Refreſh your Bodies, and your Arms prepare, 
The Morn. ſhall ead the ſmall Remains of War. 

The Poſt of Honour to Meſſapus falls, 199 
To keep the Nightly Guard; to watch the Walls; ; 
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To pitch the Fires at Diſtances around, 

And cloſe the Trojans in their ſcanty Ground. 

Twice ſeven Rutulian Captains ready ſtand: 

And twice ſeven hundred Horſe their Chiefs command: 

All clad in ſhining Arms the Works inveſt; 205 

Each with a radiant Helm, and waving Creſt. 

Stretch'd at their length, they preſs the graſſy Ground 

They laugh, they ſing, the jolly Bowls go round: 

With Lights, and chearful Fires renew the Day; 

And paſs the waketul Night in Feaſts and Play. 210 
The Trojans, from above, their Foes beheld; 

And with arm'd Legions all the Rampires fill'd: 

Seiz'd with Affright, their Gates tlſey firſt explore; 

Join Works to Works with Bridges; Tow'r to Tow'r : 

Thus all things needful for Defence, abound; 215 

Mneſtheus, and brave Sereſtbus walk the round: 

Commiſſion'd by their Abſent Prince, to ſhare 

The common Danger, and divide the Care. 

The Soldiers draw their Lots; and as they fall, 7 
By turns relieve each other on the Wall. 220 
Nigh where the Foes their utmoſt Guards advance, 

To watch the Gate, was warlike Mſus chance. 
His Father Hyrtacus of Noble Blood; 
His Mother was a Hunt'reſs of the Wood: 
And ſent him to the Wars; well ccu'd he bear 225 
His Lance in fight, and dart the flying Spear: 
Aut better skill'd unerring Shafts to ſend ; 
Beſide him ſtood Euryalus his Friend. 
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636 1 En. IX 
Furyalus, than whom the Trojan Hoaſt | 
No fairer Face, or ſweeter Air could boaft. 9 | 


Scarce had the Dawn to ſhade his Chegks begun; 

One was their Care, and their Delight was one. 

One Common hazard in the War they ſhar'd; 

And now were both by choice upon the Guard. 
Then Niſ#s, thus: Or do the Gods inſpire 

This warmth, or make we Gods of our Defire ? 

A gen'rous ardour boils within my Breaſt, 

Eager of Action, Enemy to Reſt : 

This urges me to fight, and fires my Mind, 

To leave a memorable Name behind. 

Thou ſee'ſt the Foe ſecure: how faintly ſhine 

Their ſcatter'd Fires! the moſt in Sleep ſupine 

Along the ground, an eaſie Conqueſt lye ; 

The wakeful few, the fuming Flaggon ply: 

All huſh'd around. Now hear what I revolve; 

A thought unripe ; and ſcarcely. yet reſolve. 


235 


240 


245 


Our abſent Prince both Camp and Council mourn; | 


By Meſſage both wou'd haſten his return: 
If they confer what I demand, on thee, 


(For Fame is Recompence enough for me) 250 


Methinks, bencath yon Hill, I have eſpy'd 
A way that ſafely will my paſſage guide. 

Euryalus ſtood liſt'ning while he ſpoke; 
With love of Praiſe, and noble Envy ſtruck ; 
Then to his ardent Friend expos'd his Mind: 
All this alone, and leaving me behind, 
Am I unworthy, Niſ#s, to be join'd? 
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Think'ſt thou I can my ſhare of Glory yield, 
Or ſend thee unaſſiſted to the Field? 
Not ſo my Father taught my Childhood Arms; 
Born in a Siege, and bred among Alarms! 
Nor is my Youth unworthy of my Friend, 
Nor of the Heav'n- born Heroe J attend. 
The thing call'd Life, with eaſe I can diſclaim ; 
And think it over-ſold to purchaſe Fame. 

Then NMiſus, thus; alas! thy tender years 
Wou'd miniſter new matter to my Fears: 
So may the Gods, who view this friendly Strife, 
Reſtore me to thy lov'd Embrace with life, 
Condemn'd to pay my Vows (as ſure I truſt,) 
This thy Requeſt is Cruel and Unjuſt. 
But if ſome Chance, as many Chances are, 
And doubtful Hazards in the deeds of War 
If one ſhou'd reach my Head, there let it fall, 
And ſpare thy Life; I wou'd not periſh all. 
Thy bloomy Youth deſerves a longer date; 
Live thou to mourn thy Love's unhappy Fate: 
To bear my mangled Body from the Foe 
Or buy it back, and Fun'ral Rites beſtow. 
Or if hard Fortune {hall thoſe Dues deny, 
Thou canſt at leaſt an empty Tomb ſupply. 
O let not me the Widows Tears renew; 


Nor let a Mother's Curſe my Name purſue; 


Thy Pious Parent, who, for love of thee, 
Forſook the Coaſts of Friendly Sicily, 
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638 VIRGTL's En. IX. 
Her Age, committing to the Seas and Wind, 

When ev'ry weary Matron ſtaid behind. 

To this, Euryalus, you plead in vain, 

And but protract the Cauſe you cannot gain: 

No more delays, but haſte. With that he wakes 290 
The nodding Watch; each to his Office takes. 

The Guard reliev d, the gen'rous Couple went 

To find the Council at the Royal Tent. 

All Creatures elſe forgot their daily Care; 

And Sleep, the common Gift of Nature, ſhare: 295 
Except the Trojan Peers, who wakeful ſate 

In nightly Council for th' indanger'd State. 

They vote a Meſſage to their abſent Chief; 

Shew their Diſtreſs; and beg a ſwift Relief. 

Amid the Camp a filent Seat they choſe, 300 
Remote from Clamour, and ſecure from Foes. | 
On their left Arms their ample Shields they bear, 
Their right reclin'd upon the bending Spear. 

Now Niſus and his Friend approach the Guard, 
And beg Admiſſion, eager to be heard: rd 
Th' Affair important, not to be deferr'd. 

Aſcanius bids em be conducted in; 

Ord'ring the more experienc'd to begin. 

Then Niſus thus. Ye Fathers lend your Ears; 

Nor judge our bold Attempt beyond our Vears. 310 
The Foe ſecurely drench'd in Sleep and Wine, 


Neglect their Watch; the Fires but thinly ſhine: 


8 n r 


* 


1 
. 


Mi. IX. E N E I S. 639 


And where the Smoke, in cloudy Vapours flies, 
Cov'ring the Plain, and curling to the Skies, 


Cloſe by the Sea, a Paſſage we have ſpy'd, 

Which will our way to great Aneas guide. 

Expect cach Hour to ſee him ſafe again, 

Loaded with Spoils of Foes in Battel ſlain. 

Snatch we the lucky Minute while we may : 320 

Nor can we be miſtaken in the way; 

For hunting in the Vale, we both have ſeen 

The riſing Turrets, and the Stream between 

And know the winding Courſe, with ev'ry Ford. 

He ceas'd: And old Alerbes took the Word. 325 
Our Country Gods, in whom our Truſt we place, 

Will yet from Ruin ſave the Trojan Race: 

While we behold ſuch dauntleſs Worth appear 

In dawning Youth; and Souls ſo void of Fear. 

'Then, into Tears of Joy the Father broke ; * 


Betwixt two Paths, which at the Gate divide, 315 8 


Each in his longing Arms by Turns he took: 
Panted and paus'd ; and thus again he ſpoke. 

Ye brave young Men, what equal Gifts can we, 
In recompence of ſach Deſert, decree? 


The greateſt, ſure, and beſt you can receive, 337 


The Gods, and your own conſcious Worth will give. 


T be reſt our grateful Gen' ral will beſtow; 


And young Aſcanius till his Manhood owe. 
And I, whoſe Welſare in my Father lies, 
Aſcanius adds, by the great Deities, 340 
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By my dear Country, by my houſchold Gods, 

By hoary Veſta's Rites, and dark Abodes, 

Adjure you both; (on you my Fortune ſtands, 

That and my Faith I plight into your Hands:) 

Make me but happy in his ſafe Return, 347 
Whoſe wanted Preſence I can only mourn; 

Your common Gift ſhall two large Goblets be, 

Of Silver, wrought with curious Imagery ; 

And high emboſs'd, which, when old Pram reign'd, 
My conqu'ring Sire at ſack'd Arisba gain d. 350 
And more, two Tripods caſt in antick Mould, 

With two great Talents of the fineſt Gold: 

Beſide a coſtly Bowl, ingrav'd with Art, 

Which Dido gave, when firſt ſhe gave her Heart. 
But if in conquer'd Iraly we reign, SYS 
When Spoils by Lot the Victor ſhall obtain; 

Thou ſaw'ſt the Courſer by proud Turnus preſs'd, 
That, Niſts, and his Arms, and nodding Creſt, 


And Shield, from Chance exempt, ſhall be thy Share; 


Twelve lab'ring Slaves, twelve Handmaids young( 
and fair. | e 

And clad in rich Attire, and train'd with Care. 361 

And laſt, a Latian Field with fruitful Plains; 

And a large Portion of the King's Domains. 

But thou, whoſe Vears are more to mine ally d, 

No Fate my vow'd Affection fhall divide 365 

From thee, Heroick Youth; be wholly mine: 

Take full Poſſeſſion; all my Soul is thine: 
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One Faith, one Fame, one Fate ſhall both attend; 
My Life's Companion, and my Boſom Friend, 
My Peace ſhall be committed to thy Care, 370 
And to thy Conduct, my Concerns in War. 

Then thus the young Euryalus reply'd; 
Whatever Fortune, good or bad betide, 
The ſame ſhall be my Age, as now my Youth; 
No time ſhall find me wanting to my Truth. 375 
This only from your Goodneſs let me gain; 
(And this ungranted, all Rewards are vain) 
Of Priam's Royal Race my Mother came; 
And ſure the beſt that ever bore the Name: 
Whom neither Troy, nor Sicily cou'd hold 380 
From me departing, but o'erſpent, and old, 
My Fate ſhe follow'd; ignorant of this, 
Whatever Danger, neither parting Kiſs, 
Nor pious Bleſſing taken, her I leave; 
And, in this only Act of all my Life deceive. 385 
By this right Hand, and conſcious Night I wear, 
My. Soul ſo fad 'a farewel could not bear. 
Be you her Comfort; fill my vacant place, 
(Permit me to preſume ſo great a Grace) 
Support her Age, forſaken and diſtreſs'd, 390 
That hope alone will fortifie my Breaſt 
Againſt the worſt of Fortunes, and of Fears. 
He ſaid : The moy'd Aſſiſtants melt in Tears. 
Then thus Aſcantus, (wonder-ſtruck to ſee 


That Image of his filial Piety;) 1 397 


WY 
3.4 4 


642 VIRGIT's En. IX. 


So great Beginnings, in ſo green an Age, 
Exact the Faith, which I again ingage. 
Thy Mother all the Dues ſhall juſtly claim 
Crenſa had; and only want the Name. 
Whate'er Event thy bold Attempt ſhall have, 490 
Tis Merit to have born a Son ſo brave, 

Now by my Head, a ſacred Oath, I ſwear, 

(My Father us'd it) what returning here 

Crown'd with Succeſs, I for thy ſelf prepare, 

That, if thou fail, ſhall thy lov'd Mother ſhare. 405 

He ſaid; and weeping while he ſpoke the Word, 
From his broad Belt he drew a ſhining Sword, 
Magnificent with Gold. Lycaon made; 

And in an Iv'ry Scabbard ſheath'd the Blade: 

This was his Gift: Great Mreſthers gave his Friend 
A Lion's Hide, his Body to defend: 411 
And good Alethes furniſh'd him beſide, wy 
With his own truſty Helm, of Temper try'd: 

Thus arm'd they went. The Noble Trojans wait 
Their iſſuing forth, and follow to the Gate. 415 
With Prayers and Vows, above the reſt appears 
Aſcanius, manly far beyond his Years. | 
And Meſſages committed to their Care, 

Which in all Winds were loſt, and flitting Air. 


The Trenches firſt they paſs'd: Then took their Way 


W here their proud Foes in pitch'd Pavilions lay; 421 
To many fatal, &er themſelves were lain : 


They found the careleſs Hoaſt diſpers'd upon the Plain- 
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En. IX. EN E IS. 643 
Who gorg'd, and drunk with Wine, ſupinely ſnore; 
Unharnaſs'd Chariots ſtand along the Shore: 475 
Amidſt the Wheels and Reins, the Goblet by, 
A Medly of Debauch and War they lye. 
Obſerving Niſus ſhew'd his Friend the ſight; 
Behold a Conqueſt gain'd without a Fight. 
Occaſion offers, and I ſtand prepare d; 
There lies our Way; be thou upon the Guard, 
And look around; while I ſecurely go, 

And hew a Paſſage, thro” the ſleeping Foe. 
Softly he ſpoke; then ſtriding, took his way, 
With his drawn Sword, where haughty Rhamnes lay: 
His Head rais'd high, on Tapeſtry beneath, 436 
And heaving from his Breaſt, he drew his Breath : 

A King and Prophet by King Turnus lov'd; 

But Fate by Preſcience cannot be remov'd. 

Him, and his ſleeping Slaves he flew. Then ſpics 445 


439 


Where Rhemus, with his rich Retinue lies: 


His Armor-bearer firſt, and next he kills 

His Charioteer, intrench'd betwixt the Wheels 
And his lov'd Horſes: Laſt invades their Lord ; 
Full on his Neck he drives the fatal Sword: 


. 44s. 1 
The gaſping Head flies off; a Purple flood 17 
Flows from the Trunk, that welters in the Blood: 
Which by the ſpurning Heels, diſpers'd around, 
The Bed beſprinkles, and bedews the Ground, 
Lanus the bold, and Lamyrus the ſtrong, A 


He flew; and then Serranus fair and young: 
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From Dice and Wine the Vouth retir'd to Reſt, - 

And puff d the fumy God from out his Breaſt: 

Ev'n then he dreamt of Drink and lucky Play; 

More lucky had it laſted till the Day. 477 
The famiſh'd Lyon thus, with Hunger bold; 

O'erleaps the Fences of the Nightly Fold; 

And tears the peaceful Flocks: With filent Awe 

Trembling they lye, and pant beneath his Paw. 
Nor with leſs Rage Ewryalus employs 469 

The wrathful Sword, or fewer Foes deſtroys: 

But on th' ignoble Crowd his Fury flew : 

He Fadus, Hebeſus, and Rhætus flew. 

Oppreſs'd with heavy Sleep the former ſall, 

But Rbetus wakeful, and obſerving all: 465 

Behind a ſpacious Jarr he ſlink'd for fear; 

The fatal Iron found, and reach'd him there. 

For as he foſe, it pierc'd his naked ſide; 

And reeking, thence return'd in Crimſon dy'd. 

The Wound pours out a Stream of Wine and Blood, 

The purple Soul comes floating in the Flood. 471 
Now where Meſſapus Quarter d they arrive 

The Fires were fainting there, and juft alive. 

The Warriour-Horſes ty'd in order fed; 

N ;ſus obſerv d the Diſcipline, and ſaid, 475 

Our eager thirſt of Blood may both betray ; 

And fee the ſcatter'd Streaks of dawning day, 

Foe to Nocturnal Thefts: No more, my Friend; 

Here let our glutted Execution end : 
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A, Lane through ſlaughter'd Bodies we have made: 480 

The bold Euryalus, tho? loath, obey'd. 

Of Arms, and Arras, and of Plate they find 

A precious load; but theſe they leave behind. 

Yet fond of gaudy Spoils the Boy wou'd ſtay | 

To make the rich Capariſon his Prey, 485 0 

Which on the Steed of conquer'd Rhamnes lay. 

Nor did his Eyes leſs longingly behold 

The Girdle-Belt, with Nails of burniſh'd Gold. 

This Preſent Cedicus the Rich, beſtow'd 

On Remulus, when Friendſhip firſt they vow'd: 495 

And abſent, join'd in Hoſpitale tyes 

He dying, to his Heir bequeath'd the Prize: 

Till by the Conqu'ring Ardean Troops oppreſs'd 

He fell; and they the Glorious Gift poſſeſs'd. 

Theſe Glitt'ring Spoils now made the Victor's gain) 

He to his Body ſuits but ſuits in vain. 496 

Meſſapus Helm he finds among the reſt; 

And l:ces on, and wears the waving Creſt. 

Proud of their Conqueſt, prouder of their Prey, 

They leave the Camp; and take the ready way. FOO 
But far they had not paſs'd, before they ſpy'd 

Three hundred Horſe with Volſcens for their Guide. 

The Queen a Legion to King Turnus ſent, 

But the ſwift Horſe the flower Foot prevent; 8 

And now advancing, ſought the Leader's Tent. og 

They ſaw the Pair; for thro' the doubtful Shade 

His ſhining Helm Euryalus betray'd, 5 

On which the Moon will full reflexion play'd. 
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Tis not for nought, cry'd Volſcens, from the Crowd, 
Theſe Men go there; then rais'd his Voice aloud: 510 
Stand, ſtand: why thus in Arms, and whither bent; 
From whence, to whom, and on what Errand ſent? 
Silent they ſcud away, and haſte their flight, 
Fo neighbouring Woods, and truſt themſelves tonight, 
The ſpeedy Horſe all Paſſages belay, 5717 
And ſpur their ſmoaking Steeds to Croſs their way; 
And watch each Entrance of the winding Wood; 
Black was the Foreſt, thick with Beech it ſtood: 
Horrid with Fern, and intricate with Thorn, 
Few Paths of Human Feet or Tracks of Beaſts were worn. 
The Darkne!s of the Shades, his heavy Prey, 721 
And Fear, miſs-led the Younger from his way. 
But Niſus hit the Turns with happier haſte, 
And thoughtleſs of his Friend, the Foreſt paſs'd: 
And Alban Plains, from Alba's Name fo call'd, 525 
Where King Latinus then his Oxen ſtall'd. 
Till turning at the length, he ſtood his Ground, 
And mils'd his Friend, and caſt his Eyes around; 
Ah Wretch, he cry'd, where have I left behind 
Th' unhappy Youth, where ſhall I hope to find? 530 
Or what Way take! again He ventures back: 
And treads the Mazes of his former Track. 
He winds the Wood, and liſ'ning hears the Noiſe 
Of trampling Courſers, and the M iders voice. 
The ſound approach'd, and ſuddenly he view'd 535 
The Foes incloſing, and his Friend purſu'd: 
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Forelay'd and taken, while he ſtrove in vain, 

The ſhelter of the friendly Shades to gain. 

What ſhou'd he next attempt! what Arms employ, - 
What fruitleſs Force to free the Captive Boy? 540 
Or deſperate ſhou'd he ruſh and loſe his Life, 

With odds oppreſs' d, in ſuch unequal ſtrife? 

Reſolv'd at length, his pointed Spear he ſhook; 

And caſting on the Moon a mournful look, 

Guardian of Groves, and Goddeſs of the Night: 547 
Fair Queen, he ſaid, direct my Dart aright: 

If &er my Pious Father for my ſake 

Did grateful Off rings on thy Altars make; 

Or I increas'd them with my Silvan toils, 

And hung thy Holy Roots, with Savage Spoils; 55 
Give me to ſcatter theſe. Then from his Ear 

He pois'd, and aim'd, and lanch'd the trembling Spear. 
The deadly Weapon, hiſſing from the Grove, 
Impetuous on the back of Sm drove; | 
Pierc'd his thin Armour, drank his Vital Blood, 55 
And in his Body left the broken Wood. 
He ſtaggers round, his Eyeballs rowl in Death, 

And with ſhort ſobs he gaſps away his Breath. 

All ſtand amaz'd; a ſecond Jav'lin flies, #79 
With equal ſtrength, and quivers through the Skies; 
This through thy Temples, Tagus, forc'd the way, 
And in the Brain-pan warmly bury'd lay. 

Fierce Volſcens foams with Rage, and gazing round, 
Deſcry'd not him who gave the Fatal Wound: 
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Nor knew to fix Revenge: But thou, he. cries, 565 
Shalt pay for both, and at the Pris'ner flies, 

With his drawn Sword. Then ſtruck with deep Deſpaiy, 
That cruel fight the Lover cou'd not bear: 

But from his Covert ruſh'd in open view, 

And ſent his Voice before him as he flew. 57⁰ 
Me, me, he cry'd, turn all your Swords alone 
On me; the Fact conſeſs'd, the Fault my own. 
He neither cou'd nor durſt, the guiltle Youth; 
Ye Moon and Stars bear Witneſs to the Truth! 
His only Crime, (if F riendſhip can offend) 575 
Is too much Love, to his unhappy Friend. 

Too late he ſpeaks; the Sword, which Fury guides, 
Driv'n with full Force, had picrc'd his tender Sides. 


Down fell the beauteous Youth; the yawning Wound 


Guſh'd out a Purple Stream, and ſtain'd the Ground. 

His ſnowy Neck reclines upon his Breaſt, TY 781 

Like a fair Flow'r by the keen Share oppreſs d: 

Like a white Poppy ſinking on the Plain, 

Whoſe heavy Head is overcharg'd with Rain. 

' Deſpair, and Rage, and Vengeance juſtly vow d, 185 
Drove Niſt T headlong on the hoſtile Crowd: ; 

Volſcens he ſeeks; on him alone he bends ; . 

Botn back, and bor'd, by his ſurrounding Friends, 

Onward he preſs d: and kept him ſtill in fight; 


A unerring Steel deſcended while he ſpoke; 
Piere' d bis wig Mouth, and thro? his Weazon br 912 


1 


1 hen whitl'd aloft his Sword, with all his might: 599. 
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An. IX. EN EIS. 649 
Dying, he flew; and ſtagg'ring on the Plain, 
With ſwimming Eyes he ſought his Lover ſlain : 
Then quiet on his bleeding Boſom fell; 597 
Content in Death, to be reveng'd ſo well. 

O happy Friends! for if my Verſe can give 
Immortal Life, your Fame ſhall ever live : 
Fix'd as the Capitol's Foundation lies 
And ſpread, where e' er the Roman Eagle flies! 600 

The conqu'ring Party, firſt divide the Prey, 
Then their ſlain Leader to the Camp convey. 
With Wonder, as they went, the Troops were fill'd, 
To fee ſuch Numbers whom ſo few had kill'd. 
Serranus, Rhamnes, and the reſt they found; 6 
Vaſt Crowds the dving and the dead ſurround: 6 
And the yet recking Blood o'erflows the Ground. 
All knew the Helmet which Meſſapus loſt 
But mourn'd a Purchaſe, that fo dear had coft. 
Now roſe the ruddy Morn from Tithon's Bed; 619 
And with the Dawn of Day, the Skies o'erſpread, 
Nor long the Sun his daily Courſe withheld, 
Bur added Colours to the World reveal'd. 
When carly Tamms wak'ning with the Light, 
All clad in Armour calls his Troops to fight. 617 
His Martial Men with fierce Harangues he fir d; 
And his own Ardor, in their Souls inſpir'd. 
This done, to give new Terror to his Foes, 
The Heads of Niſas, and his Friend he ſhows, 
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Rais'd high on pointed Spears: A ghaſtly Sight; 620 
Loud peals of Shouts enſue, and barbarous Delight. 
Mean time the T79jans run, where Danger calls, 
They line their Trenches, and they man their Walls: 
In Front extended to the left they ſtood ; 
Safe wis the right ſurrounded by the Flood. 625 
But caſting from their Tow'rs a frightful vicw, 
They ſaw the Faces, which too well they knew; 
Tho' then diſguis'd in Death, and ſmear'd all o'er 
With Filth obſcene, and dropping putrid Gore. 
Soon haſty Fame, thro” the ſad City bears 639 
The mournful Meſſage to the Mother's Ears : 
An icy Cold benums | her Limbs: She ſhakes: 
Her Cheeks the Blood, her Hand the Web forſakes. 
She runs the Rampires round amidſt the War, | 
Nor fears the flying Darts: She rends her Hair, 63 5 
And fills with loud Laments the Liquid Air, 
Thus then, my lov'd Euryalus appears ; 
Thus looks the Prop of my declining Years! 
Woas't on this Face, my famiſh'd Eyes I fed? 
Ah how unlike the living, is the dead! 645 
And cou'dſt thou leave me, cruel, thus alone, 
Not one kind Kiſs from a departing Son! 
No look, no laſt adieu before he went, 
In an ill-boding Hour to Slaughter ſent! 
Cold on the Ground, and preſſing fore gn Clay, 645 
To Latian Dogs, and Fowls he lies a Prey! | 


. 65@ YV I R G IT L's En. IX. 


— 


An. IX. E NE IS. 671 
Nor was J near to cloſe his dying Eyes, 

To waſh his Wounds, to weep his Obſequies; 

To call about his Corps his crying Friends, 

Or ſpread the Mantle, (made for other ends, 6 
On his dear Body, which I wove with Care, 

Nor did my daily Pains, or nightly Labour ſpare. 
Where ſhall i find his Corps, what Earth ſuſtains 
His Trunk diſmember'd, and his cold Remains? 


For this, alas, I left my ncedful Eaſe, 655 


Expos'd my Life to Winds, and winter Seas! 

If any pity touch Ru rulian Hearts, 

Here empty all your Quivers, all your Darts : 

Or if they fail, thou Fove conclude my Woe, 

And ſend me thunder-ſtruck to Shades below! 669 
Her Shrieks and Clamours pierce the Trojans Fars, 

Unmag their Courage, and auzment their Fears: 

Nor young Aſcanius cou'd the ſight ſuſtain, 

Nor old Lioneus his Tears reſtrain: 

But Actor and Idaus, jointly ſent, 665 

To bear the madding Mother to her Tent. 

And now the Trumpets terribly from far, 

With rattling Clangor, rouze the fleepy War. 

The Souldiers Shouts ſucceed the Brazen Sounds, 

And Heav'n, from Pole to Pole, the Noiſe rebounds. 

The Vylſcians bear their Shields upon their Head, 671 

And ruſhing forward, form a moving Shed ; 

* heſe fill the Ditch, thoſe pull the Bulwarks down: 

Some raiſc the Ladders, others ſcale the Town. 
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But where void Spaces on the Walls appear, 675 
Or thin Defence, they pour their Forces there. 

With Poles and miſſive Weapons, from afar, 

The Trojan keep aloof the riſing War. 

Taught by their ten Years Siege defenſive fight; 679 
They rowl down Ribs of Rocks, an unreſiſted Weight: 
To break the Penthouſe with the pond'rous Blow; 
Which yet the patient Volſcians undergo. 

But cou'd not bear th* unequal Combat long; 

For where the Trojans find the thickeſt Throng, 

The Ruin falls: Their ſhatter'd Shields give way, 687 
And their crufh'd Heads become an eaſie Prey. 

They ſhrink for Fear, abated of their Rage, 

No longer dare in a blind Fight engage. 

Contented now to gaul them from below 


With Darts and Slings, and with the diſtant Bow. 692 
Elſewhere Mezentius, terrible to view, 


A blazing Pine within the Trenches threw. 

But brave Meſſ abus, Neprune's warlike Son, 

Broke down the Paliſades, the Trenches won, © 

And loud for Ladders calls, to fcale the Town. 6g 
Calliope begin: Ye ſacred Nine, 

Inſpire your Poet in his high Deſign; 

To ſing what Slaughter manly Turns made: 

W hat Souls he ſent below the SHgian Shade. 

What Fame the Souldiers with their Captain ſhare, 

And the vaſt Circuit of the fatal War. 701 
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For you in ſinging Martial Facts excel; 
You beſt remember; and alone can tell. 

There ſtood a Tow'r, amazing to the ſight, 
Built up of Beams; and of ſtupendous heightz 7oy 
Art, and the nature of the Place conſpir'd, 
To furniſh all the Strength, that War requir'd. 
To level this, the bold Italians join; 
The wary Trojans obviate their deſign: 709 
With weighty Stones o'erwhelm their Troops below, 
Shoct thro? the Loopholes, and iharp Jav'lins throw. 
Terms, the Chief, toſs'd from his thund'ring. Hand, 
Againſt the wooden Walls, a flaming Brand: 
It ſtuck, the fiery Plague: The Winds were high; 
The Planks were Ade d, and the Timber dry. 717 
Contagion caught the Poſts: It ſpread along, 
Scorch d, and to diſtance drove the ſcatter'd Throng. 
The Trojans fled the Fire purſu'd amain, 
Still gath'rivg faſt upon the trembling Train; 
Till crowding to the Corners of the Wall, 720 
Down the Defence, and the Defenders fall. 
The mighty flaw makes Heav'n it ſelf reſound, 
The Dead, and dying Trojans ſtrew the Ground. 
The Tow'r that follow'd on the fallen Crew, 
Whelm'd o'er their Heads, and bury'd whom it flew : 
Some ſtuck upon the Darts themſelves had ſent; 
All, the ſame equal Ruin underwent. 
Young Lycus and Helenor only ſcape 3 


Say*d, how they know not, from the ſteepy Leap. 
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Helenor, elder of the two; by Birth, 

On one ſide Royal, one a Son of Earth, 

Whom to the Lydian King, Lycimnia bare, 

And ſent her boaſted Baſtard to the War: © 
(A Privilege which none but Freemen ſhare.) 

Slight were his Arms, a Sword and Silver Shield, 735 
No Marks of Honour charg'd its empty Field. 

Light as he fell, ſo light the Youth aroſe, 

And riſing found himſelf amidſt his Foes. 

Nor flight was left, nor hopes to force his Way; 
Embolden'd by Deſpair, he ſtood at Bay: 740 
And like a Stag, whom all the Troop ſurrounds 

Of eager Hontfmen, and invading Hounds z 

Reſoly'd on Death, he diſſipates his Fears, 

And bounds aloft, againſt the pointed Spears: 

So dares the Youth, ſecure of Death; and throws 745 
His dying Body, on his thickeſt Focs. 

But Hus, ſwifter of his Feet, by far, | 
Runs, doubles, winds and turns, amidſt the War: 
Springs to the Walls, and leaves his Foes behind, 

And ſnatches at the Beam he firſt can find. 750 
Looks up, and leaps aloft at all the ſtretch, | 
In hopes the helping Hand of ſome kind Friend to reach. 
But Turnus follow'd hard his hunted Prey, 
(His Spear had almoſt reach'd him in the way, 
Short of his Reins, and ſcarce a Span behind) 77 
Fool, ſaid the Chief, tho' fleeter than the Wind, 
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Coud'ſt thou preſume to ſcape, when I purſue? 
He ſaid, and downward by the Feet he drew 
The trembling Daſtard : at the Tug he falls, 
Vaſt Ruins come along, rent from the ſmoking Walls. 
Thus on ſome filver Swan, or tim'rous Hare, 761 
Fove's Bird comes ſowſing down, from upper Air; 
Her crooked Tallons truſs the fearful Prey: 
Then out of fight ſhe ſoars, and wings her way. 
So ſeizes the grim Wolf the tender Lamb, 765 
In vain lamented by the bleating Dam. 
Then ruſhing onward, with a barb'rous cry, 
The Troops of Turnus to the Combat fly. 
The Ditch with Faggots fill'd, the daring Foe 
Toſs'd Firebrands to the ſteepy Turrets throw. 770 
Iioneus, as bold Lucetius came 
To force the Gate, and feed the kindling Flame, 
Rowl'd down the Fragment of a Rock ſo right; 
It cruſh'd him double underneath the weight. 
Two more young Liger and Aſylas flew ; 775 


To bend the Bow young Liger better knew; 
Ahlas beſt the pointed Jav'lin threw, 

Brave Cæneus laid Ortygius on the Plain, 

The Victor Cæneus was by Turnus lain. 

By the ſame Hand, Clonius and Icys fall, 780 
Sagar, and Ida, ſtanding on the Wall. 

From Capys Arms his Fate Privernus found; 
Hurt by Themilla firſt; but flight the Wound; 
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His Shield thrown by, to mitigate the ſmart, 


The ſecond Shaft came ſwift arid uneſpy'd, 
And pierc'd his Hand, and nail'd it to his ſide: 
Transfix'd his breathing Lungs; and beating Heatt ; 
The Soul came iſſuing out, and hiſs'd againſt the Dart. 
The Son of Arceus ſhone amid the reſt, 


Him, when he ſpy'd from far the Thuſcan King, 

Laid by the Larice, and took him to the Sling : 

Thrice whit1'd the Throng around his head, and threw : 

The heated Lead half melted as it flew : | 

It pierc'd his hollow Temples and his Brain; 800 

The Youth came tumbling down, and ſpurn'd the Plain: 
Then young Aſcanius, who before this day 

Was wont in Woods to ſhoot the ſavage Prey, 

Firſt bent in Martial Strife, the twanging Bow; 

And exercis'd againſt a Humane Foe: 8oy 

With this bereft Numamis of his life, 

Who Turns younger Siſter took to Wife. 

Proud of his Realm, and of his Royal Bride, ¶Stride, 

Vaunting before his Troops, and lengthen'd with 72 

In thefe Inſulting terms, the Trojans he defy'd. 810 


He clap'd his Hand upon the wounded part: 787 


90 
In glitt'ring Armour, and a Purple Veſt: 4 
Fair was his Face, his Eyes inſpiring Love, 

Bred by his Father in the Martian Grove; 
Where the fat Altars of Palicus flame, 
And ſent in Arms to purchaſe early Fame. 797 
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Twice Conquer'd Cowards, now your ſhame is ſhown 
Coop'd up a ſecond time within your Town: 

W ho dare not iſſue forth in open Field, 

But hold your Walls before you for a Shield : 

Thus threat you War, thus our Alliance force! 815 
What Gods, what Madneſs hither ſteer'd your Courſe ! 
You ſhall not find the Sons of Atreus here, 

Nor need the Frauds of ſly Ulyſes fear. 

Strong from the Cradle, of a ſturdy Brood, 

We bear our New-born Infants to the Flood; 
There bath'd amid the Stream, our Boys we hold, 
With Winter harden'd, and inur'd to Cold. 

They wake before the Day to range the Wood, 
Kill &er they eat, nor taſt unconquer'd Food, 

No Sports, but what belong to War they know, 825 
To break the ſtubborn Colt, to bend the Bow. 

Our Youth, of Labour patient, earn their Bread; 
Hardly they work, with frugal Diet fed. 

From Ploughs and Harrows ſent to ſeek Renown, 
They fight in Fields, and ſtorm the ſhaken Town. 830 
No part of Life from Toils of War is free; 

No change in Age, or diff rence in Degree. 

We plow, and till in Arms; our Oxen feel, 

Inſtead of Goads, the Spur, and pointed Steel : 

Th' inverted Lance makes Furrows in the Plain; 837 
Ev'n time that changes all, yet changes us in vain : 
The Body, not the Mind: Nor can controul 

Th' immortal Vigour, or abate the Soul. 


820 
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Our Helms defend the Young, agu the Grey: 

We live by Plunder, and delight in Prey. | 840 
Your Veſts embroyder'd with rich Purple ſhine ; 

In Sloth you glory, and ih Dances join. 


Ycur Veſts have ſweeping Sleeves: With female Pr ide, 


Your Turbants underneath your Chins are ty'd. _ 
Go, Phrygians, to your Dindymus agen; 845 
Go, leſs than Women, in the Shapes of Men. 

Go, mix'd with Eunuchs, in the Mother's Rites, 

W here with unequal Sound the Flute invites. 

Sing, dance, and howl by turns in 1da's Shade; 


Reſigh the War to Men, who know the Martial Trade. 


This foul Reproach, Aſcanius cou'd not he:r 851 
With Patience, or a vow'd Revenge forbear. 
At the full ſtretch of both his Hands, he drew, 
And almoſt join'd the Horns of the tough Eugh. 
But firſt, before the Throne of Joe he ſtood ; 85F 
And thus with lifted Hands invok'd the God. 
My firſt Attempt, great Jupiter ſucceed ; 
An annual OfF ring in thy Grove ſhall IEP 
A Snow-white her, before thy Altar led, 


Who like his Mother bears aloſt his Head, 869 


Buts with his threatning Brows, and bellowing ſtands, 

And dares the Fight, and ſpurns the yellow Sands. 
Fove bow'd the Heav'ns, and lent a gracious Ear, 

And thunder'd on the left, amidſt the clear. 

Sounded at once the Bow ; and ſwiftly flies $65 

The tearher'd Death, and hiſſes thro' the Skies. 
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The Steel thro' both his Temples forc'd the way : 
Extended on the Ground, Numans lay. 

Go now, vain Boaſter, and true Valour ſcorn 

The Phrygians twice {ubdu'd, yet make this third Return, 
Aſcanins ſaid no more: The Trojans ſhake 871 
The Hcav'ns with Shouting, and new Vigour take. 
Atoll then beſtrode a Golden Cloud, 

To view the feats of Arms, and fighting Crowd; 8 
And thus the beardleſs Victor, he beſpoke aloud. 87 
Advance Illuſtrious Youth, increaſe in Fame, 

And wide from Eaſt to Welt extend thy Name. 
Offspring of Gods thy ſelf; and Rome ſhall owe 

To thee, a Race of Demigods below. 

This is the Way to Heav'n: The Pow'rs Divine 880 
From this beginning date the Julian Line. 

To thee, to them, and their victorious Heirs, 


6f9 


The conquer'd War is due; and the vaſt World is theirs, 


Troy is too narrow for thy Name. He ſaid, 
And plunging downward ſhot his radiant Head; 885 
Diſpell'd the breathing Air, that broke his Flight, 
Shorn of his Beams, a Man to Mortal ſight. 
Old Butes Form he took, Anchiſes Squire, 
Now left to rule Aſcanius, by his Sire: 
His wrinkled Viſage, and his hoary Hairs,, 890 
His Meen, his Habit, and his Arms he wears; 5 
And thus ſalutes the Boy, too forward for his Years, # 
Suffice it thee, thy Father's worthy Son, 
The warlike Prize thou haſt already won : 

Sor. III. XX 


— — 


—  - 


660 £8 © # 
The God of Archers gives thy Youth a part 


Of his own Praiſe; nor envies equal Art. 

Now tempt the War no more. He ſaid, and flew 

Obſcure in Air, and vanith'd from their view. 

The Trojans, by his Arms, their Patron know ; 

And hear the twanging of his Heav'nly Bow. 900 

Then duteous Force they uſe ; and Phæbus Name, 

To keep from Fight, the Youth too fond of Fame. 

Undaunted they themſelves no Danger ſhun : 

From Wall to Wall, the Shouts and Clamours run: 

They bend their Bows they whirl their Slings around: 

Heaps of ſpent Arrows fall; and ſtrew the Ground; ; 

And Helms, and Shields, and ratling Arms reſound. 

The Combate thickens, like the Storm that flies 

From Weſtward, when the Show'ry Kids ariſe : 

Or patt'ring Hail comes pouring on the Main, 

When Jupiter deſcends in harden'd Rain. 

Or bellowing Clouds burſt with a ſtormy Sound, 

And with an armed Winter ſtrew the Ground. 
Pand'rus and Bitias, Thunder-bolts of War, 

Whom Fiera, to bold Alcanor bare 

On 14's Top, two Youths of Height and Size, 

Like Firrs that on their Mother Mountain riſe ; 

Preſuming on their Force, the Gates unbar, 

And of their own Accord invite the War. 

With Fates averſe, againſt their King's Command, 920 

Arm'd on the right, and on the left they ſtand; 
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And flank the Paſſage: Shining Steel they wear, 
And waving Creſts, above their Heads appear. 
Thus two tall Oaks, that Padus Banks adorn, 
Lift up to Heav'n their leafy Heads unſnorn; p25 
And overpreſs d with Nature's heavy load, 
Dance to the whiſtling Winds, and at each other nod. 
In flows a Tyde of Latiaus, when they ſee 
The Gate ſet open, and the Paſſage free. 
Bold Quercens, with raſh Tmarus ruſhing on, 930 
Equicolus, that in bright Armour ſhone, 
And Hamon firſt, but ſoon repuls'd they fly, 
Or in th2.well-defended Paſs they dye. 
Theſe with Succeſs are fir'd, and thoſe with Rage; 
And each on equal Terms at length ingage. 9357 
Drawn from their Lines, and iſſuing on the Plain, 
The Trojans hand to hand the Fight maintain. 

Fierce Turnus in another Quarter fought, 
When ſuddenly th' unhop'd for News was brought; 
The Foes had left the faſtneſs of their Place, 949 
Prevail'd in Fight, and had his Men in Chace. 
He quits th' Attack, and, to prevent their Fate, 
Runs, where the Gyant Brothers guard the Gate. 
The firſt he met, Antiphates the brave, 
But baſe begotten on a Theban Slave; 947 
Sarpedou's Son he flew : The deadly Dart | 
Found Paſſage thro? his Breaſt, and pierc'd his Heart. 
Fix'd in the Wound th' Lalian Cornel ſtood ; 
Warm'd in his Lungs, and in his vital Blood. 
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Aphidnus next, and Frymanthus dies, 

And Meropes, and the Gygantick Size 

Of Bitias, threat'ning with his ardent Eyes. 
Not by the feeble Dart he fell oppreſs'd, 

A Dart were loſt, within that roomy Breaſt ; 


But from a knotted Lance, large, heavy, ſtrong ; 955 The 
Which roar'd like Thunder as it whirl'd along : | Fool 
Not two Bull- hides th' impetuous Force withhold; Tad 
Nor Coat of double Male, with Scales of Gold. Het. 
Down ſunk the Monſter-Bulk, and preſs'd the Ground; | Like 
His Arms and clatt'ring Shield, on the vaſt Body ſound. Too 

Not with leſs Ruin, than the Bajan Mole, 901 And 
(Rais'd on the Seas the Surges to controu!,) __ His 

At once comes tumbling down the rocky W all, His 
Prone to the Deep the Stones disjointed fall, F 
Of the vaſt Pile ; the ſcatrer*'d Occan flies 965 All 
Black Sands, diſcolour'd Froth, and mingled Mud ariſc. Ma 
The frighted Billows row], and ſeek the Shores: For 
Then trembles Prochyta, then Tſchia roars : 87 Th 
Typheus thrown beneath, by Fove's Command, An 
Aſtoniſh'd at the Flaw, that ſhakes the Land, 970 Ti: 
Soon ſhifts his weary Side, and ſcarce awake, Ne 
With Wonder feels the weight preſs lighter on his Back. Te 
The Warrior God the Latin Troops inſpir'd; TI 
New ſtrung their Sinews, and their Courage fir'd : M 

But chills the Trojan Hearts with cold Afﬀright; 975 Ti 


Then black Deſpair precipitates their Flight. 
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When Pandarus beheld his Brother kill'd, 

The Town with Fear, and wild Confufion fll'd, 

He turns the Hindges of the heavy Gate [ weight. 

With both his Hands ; and adds his Shoulders to the 

Some happier Friends, within the Walls inclos d; 981 

The reſt ſhut out, to certain Death expos'd. 

Fool as he was, and frantick in his Care, 

I“ admit young Turnus, and include the War. 

He thruſt amid the Crowd, ſecurly bold; 985 

Like a fierce Tyger pent amid the Fold. 

Too late his blazing Buckler they deſcry; 

And ſparkling Fires that ſhot from either Eye: 

His mighty Members, and his ample Breaſt, 

His ratt'ling Armour, and his Crinſon Creſt. 990 
Far from that hated Face the Trojans fly 

All but the Fool who ſought his Deſtiny. 

Mad Pandarus ſteps forth, with Vengeance vow'd 

For Bitias's Death, and threatens thus aloud. 

Theſe are not Ardea's Walls, nor this the Town 995 

Amata proffers with Lavinia's Crown: 

Tis hoſtile Earth you tread; of hope hereft, | 

No means of ſafe Return by flight are left. 

To whom with Count'nance calm, .and Soul ins; | 

Thus Turnus: Then begin; z and try thy Fate: 1000 

My Meſſage to the Ghoſt of Priam bear, | 

Tell him a new Achilles ſent thee there. : C 

"i Lance of tough ground-Aſh the Trojan threw, 

Rough | in the Rind, and knotted as it grew, 
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With his full force he whirl'd it firſt around; 1005 
Bat the ſoft yielding Air rec. iv'd the wound; 

Imperial Juno turn'd the Courſe before 
And' fx d the wand'ring Weapon in the Door. 

But hope not thou, ſaid Turnus, when I ſtrike, 
To ſhun thy Fate, our Force is not alike: 1010 
Nor thy Steel temper'd by the Lemnian God: 
Then riſmg, on his utmoſt ſtretch he ſtood. 
And aim'd from high: the full deſcending blow 
Cleaves the broad Front, and breardleſs Cheeks in two: 
Down ſinks the Giant with a thund'ring ſound, 1015 
His pond'rous Limbs oppreſs the trembling ground; 
Blood, Brains, and Foam,guſh from the gaping Wound. 
Scalp, Face, and Shoulders, the keen Steel divides 
And the ſhar'd Viſage hangs on equal ſides, CIS 
The Trojans fly from their approaching Fate: 1020 
And had the Victor then ſecurd the Gate, 

And, to his Troops withour, unclos d the Bars; 

One lucky Day had ended all his Wars. 

But boiling Youth, and blind Defire of Blood, 

Puſh on his Fury, to purſue the Crowd; 1025 
| Hamſtring d behind unhappy Gyges dy'd; TT 

Then Phalaris is added to his fide 

*Fhe pointed Jav'lins from the dead he drew, 

And their Friends Arms againſt their Fellows threw. 
Strong Halys ſtands in vain; ; weak Phlegys flies; 1030 
Sanurnia, til = hand, new Forec and Fire ſy lup plies. | 
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Then Halius, Rene Alcander fall; | 
(Ingag'd againſt the Foes who ſcal'd the Wall 9 
But whom they fear'd without, they found within: 
At laſt, tho' late, by Linceus he was ſeen. 1035 
He calls new Succours, and aſſaults the Prince, 
But weak his Force, and vain is their Delence. 
Turn'd to the right, his Sword the Heroe drew; 
And at one blow the bold Aggreſſor flew. 
He joints the Neck: And with a ſtroke ſo ſtrong 1040 
The Helm flies off; and bears the Head along. 
Next him, the Huntſman Amycus he kill'd, 
In Darts, invenom'd, and in Poiſon skill'd. 
Then Clyus fell beneath his fatal Spear, 
And Getus, whom the Muſes held fo dear: 1047 
He fought with Courage, and he ſung the Fight: 
Arms were his Bus'neſs, Verſes his Delight. 

The Trajan Chiefs behold, with Rage and Grief, 
Their ſlaughter'd Friends, and haſten their Relief. 


Bold Mneſtheus rallics firſt the broken Train, 1070 


Whom brave Sereſ{bus, and his Troop ſuſtain. 

To fave the living, and revenge the dead ; 

Againſt one Warriour's Arms all Troy they led. 

O, void of Senſe and Courage, Mneſtheus cry'd, 
Where can you hope your Coward Heads to hide? 
Ah, where beyond theſe Rampires can you run! 1056 
.One Man, and in your Camp inclos'd, you ſhun ! 
Shall then a ſingle Sword ſuch Slaughter boaſt, 

And paſs unpuniſh'd from a num'rous Hoaſt ? 
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Forſaking Honour, and renouncing Fame, 1060 
Your Gods, your Country, and your King you ſhame. 
This juſt Reproach their Virt ge does excite, 
They ſtand, they join, they thicken to the Fight. 
Now Turnus doubts, and yet diſdains to yield; 
But with flow paces meaſures back the Field. 1065 
And Inches to the Walls, where 1yber's Tide, 
Waſhing the Camp, defends the weaker fide. 
The more he loſcs, they advance the more; 
And tread in ev'ry Step he trod before. 1069 
They ſhout, they bear him back, and whom by Might 
They cannot Conquer, they oppreſs with Weight. 
As compals'd with a Wood of Spears around, 
The Lordly Lion, ſtill maintains his Ground; 
Grins horrible, retires, and turns again; 1074 
Threats his diſtended Paws, and ſhakes his Mane; 
He loſes while in vain he preſſes on, 
Nor wall his Courage let him dare to run: 
So Turnus fares; and unreſolv'd of flight, 
Moves tardy back, and juſt recedes from fight. 
Yet twice, inrag'd, the Combat he renews; 1080 
Twice breaks, and twice his broken Foes pur ues : 
But now they ſwarm; and with freſh Troops ſupply'd, 
Come rowling on, and ruſh from cv'ry ſide. 
Nor Juno, who ſuſtain'd his Arms before, 1084. 
Dares with new ſtrength ſuffice th* exhauſted ſtore. 
For Fove, with ſour Commands, ſent Iris down, 
To force th' Invader from the frighted Town. 


En. IX. E NE IS. 667 


With Labour ſpent, no longer can he wield 
The heavy Fauchion, or ſuſtain the Shield: 
O'erwhelm'd with Darts, which from afar they fling, 
The Weapons round his hollow Temples ring: 1091 
His golden Helm gives way: with ſtony blows 
Batter'd, and flat, and beaten to his Brows. 
His Creſt is raſh'd away; his ample Shield 
Is fallify'd, and round with Jav'lins fill'd. ogy 
The Foe now faint, the Trojans overwhelm: 
And Mieſtheus lays hard load upon his Helm. 
Sick Sweat ſucceeds, he drops at ev'ry Pore, 
With driving Duſt his Cheeks are paſted o're. 
Shorter and ſhorter ev'ry Gaſp he takes, IICO 
And vain Efforts, and hurtleſs Blows he makes. 
Arm'd as he was, at length, he leap'd from high; 
Plung'd in the Flood, and made the Waters fly. 
The yellow God, the welcome Burthen bore, 
And wip'd the Sweat, and waſh'd away the Gore: 1105 
Then gently wafts him to the farther Coaſt; 
And ſends him ſafe to chear his anxious Hoaſt. 
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The ARGUMENT. 


Jupiter calling & Council of the Gods, forbids them t0 
engage in either Party. Ar FEncas's return there is a 
bloody Battel : Turnus killing Pallas; Æneas, Lauſus 
and Mezentius. Mezentius is deſcrib'd as an Atheiſt 
Lauſus as @ pious and virtusus Touth : The different 
Actions and Dearth of theſe two, are the Subject of a 
Noble Epiſode. 
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HE Gates of Heav'n unfold ; Fre 
ſummons all 

The Gods to Council, in the Common 
Hall. a 

Kal Sublimely ſcared, he furveys from far 9 

The Fields, the Camp, the Fortune of the War; „ 

And all th' inferior World: From firſt to laſt 7 

The Sov'raign Senate in Degrees are plac'd. 

Then thus th' Almighty Sire began. Ye Gods, 

Natives, or Denizons, of bleſt Abodes 
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This back ward Fate from what was firſt deſign'd:? 
Why this protracted War? When my Commands 
Pronounc'd a Peace, and gave the Latian Lands. 
What Fear or Hope on either part divides 
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From whence theſe Myrmuns, and this change of Mind, 


10 


Our Heav'ns, and arms our Pow'rs on diff' rent ſides? 


A lawful Time of War at length will come, Cy 


b 


(Nor need your haſte anticipate the Doom, ) 
When Carthage ſhall contend the World with Rome 
Shall force the rigid Rocks, and Alpine (Chains; 
And like a Flood come pouring on the Plains. 
Then is your time for Faction and Debate, 
For partial Favour, and permitted Hate. 
Let now your immature Diſſention ceaſe; 
Sit quiet, and compoſe your Souls to Peace. 

Thus Jupiter in few unfolds the Charge: 
But lovely Venus thus replies at large. 
O Pow'r immen'e, Eternal Ener zy! 
(For to what elſe Protection can we fly,) 
Seeſt thou the proud Rutulians, how they dare 
In Fields, unpuniſh'd, and inſult my Care? 
How lofty Turnus vaunts amidſt his Train, 
In ſhining Arms, triumphant on the Plain? 
Ev'n in their Lines and Trenches they conten] 
And ſcarce their Walls the Trojan Troops defend: 
The Town is fill'd with Slaughter, and o' erfloats, 
With a red Deluge, their increaſing Moats. 
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Hncas ignorant, and far from thence, 

Has left a Camp expos'd, without Defence. 
This endleſs outrage ſhall they ſtill ſuſtain? 
Shall Troy renew'd be forc'd, and fir'd again? 
A ſecond Siege my baniſh'd Iſſue fears, 

And a new Diamede in Arms appears. 

One more audacious Mortal will be found; 
And I thy Daughter wait another Wound. 
Yet, if with Fares averſe, without thy Leave, 
The Latian Lands my Progeny receive; 

Bear they the Pains of violated Law, 

And thy Protection from their Aid withdraw. 
But if the Gods their ſure Succeſs foretel, 


If thoſe of Heav'n conſent with thoſe of Hell, 


To promiſe Italy; who dare debate 

The Pow'r of Fove, or fix another Fate? 
What ſhou'd I tell of Tempeſts on the Main, 
Of Folus uſurping Neptuus's Reign? 

Of Iris ſent; with Bachanalian Heat, 


T' inſpire the Matrons, and deſtroy the Fleet. 


Now Jung to the Shgian Sky deſcends, 
Sollicites Hell for Aid, and arms the Fiends. 
That n:w Example wanted yet above: 

An Act that well became the Wife of Fove. 
Aletto, ra's'd by her, with Rage inflames __ 
The peaceful Boſoms of the Latian Dames. 
Imperial Sway no more exalts my Mind: 


( Such hopes I had indeed, while Heav'n was kind ) 
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Now let my happier Foes poſſeſs my place, J 
W hom Jove preters before the Trojan Race; 6 8 
And conquer they, whom you with Conqueſt grace. 
Since you can ſpare, from all your wide Command, 
No (pot of Earth, no hoſpitable Land, 

Which may my wand'ring Fugitives receive; 

Since haughty Juno will not give you leave) 70 
Then, Father, (if I ſtill may uſe that Name) 

By ruin'd Ir, yet tmoking from the Flame, 

I beg you let Aſcauius, by my Care, 

Be freed from Danger, and diſmiſs'd the War: 
Inglorious let him live, without a Crown; 77 
The Father may be caſt on Coaſts unknown, 5 
Strugling with Fate; but let me ſave the Son. 

Mine is Cythera, mine the Cyprian Tow'rs; 

In thoſe Receſſes, and thole ſacred Bow'rs, 

Obſcurely let him reſt; his Right reſign 89 
To promis'd Empire, and his Julian Line. 

Then Carthage may th' Auſonian Towns deſtroy, 

Nor tcar the Race of a rejected Boy. 

W hat profits it my Son, to {cape the Pire, 

Arm'd with his Gods, and loaded with his Sire; 85 


Io pals the Perils of the Scas and Wind, 


Evade the Greeks, and leave the War behind; 
To reach th' Italian Shores: If after all, 


Our ſecond Pergamus is doom'd to fall? 


Much better had he curb'd his high Doſires, 7 90 
And hover'd o'er his ill extinguith'd Fires, 
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To Simois Banks the Fugitives reſtore, 

And give them back to War, and all the Woes before. 
Deep indignation ſwell'd Saturnia's Heart: 

And mult I own, the ſaid, my ſecret Smart? of 
What with more decence were in filence kept, 

And but for this unjuſt Reproach had flept ? 

Did God, or Man, your Fav'rite Son adviſe, 

With War unhop'd the Latians to ſurpriſe? 


By Fate you boaſt, and by the Gods Decree, oo 


He left his Native Land for Italy : 

Confeſs the Truth; by mad Caſſandra, more 

Than Heav'n Inſpir'd, he ſought a foreign Shore? 
Did I perſwade to truſt his ſecond Troy, 

To the raw Conduct of a beardleſs Boy? 105 
With Walls unfiniſh'd, which himſelf forſakes, 

And thro' the Waves a wand' ing Voyage takes? 
When have I urg'd him meanly to demand 

The Tuſcan Aid, and arm a quiet Land? 

Did I or Iris give this mad Advice, 110 
Or made the Fool himſelf the fatal Choice? 

You think it hard, the Latians ſhou'd deſtroy 

With Swords your Trojans, and with Fires your Troy : 
Hard and unjuſt indeed, for Men to draw 

Their Native Air, nor take a foreign Law: 117 
That Turnus is permitted till to live, 

To whom his Birth a God and Goddeſs give: 

But yet tis juſt and lawful for your Line, 

To drive their Fields, and Force with Fraud to join. 
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Realms, not your own, among your Clans divide, 120 
And from the Bridegroom tear the promis d Bride: 
Petition, while you publick Arms prepare; 

Pretend a Peace, and yet provoke a War. 

Twas giv'n to you, your darling Son to ſhrowd, 

To draw the Daſtard from the fighting Crowd; Me 
And for a Man obtend an empty Cloud. 

From flaming Fleets you turn'd the Fire away, 
And chang'd the Ships to Daughters of the Sea. 
But tis my Crime, the Queen of Heav'n offends, 
If ſhe preſume to ſave her ſuff *ring Friends. 130 
Your Son, not knowing what his Foes decree, 
You ſay is abſent: Abſent let him be. 

Yours is Cythera, yours the Cyprian Tow'rs, 
The ſoft Receſſes, and the Sacred Bow'rs. 
Why do you then theſe needleſs Arms prepare, 135 
And thus provoke a People prone to War ? 
Did I with Fire the Trojan Town deface, 
Or hinder from return your exil'd Race? 
Was I the Cauſe of Miſchief, or the Man, 
W hoſe lawleſs Luſt the fatal War began? 140 
Think on whoſe Faith th' Adult'rous Youth rely'd; 
Who promis'd, who procur'd the Spartan Bride? 
When all th' un ted States of Greece combin'd, 

To purge the World of the perfidious Kind; 

Then was your time to fear the Trojan Fate: 145 
Your Quarrels and Complaints are now too late. 
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Thus Juno. Murmurs riſe, with mix'd Applauſe 
Juſt as they favour, or diſlike the Cauſe: 
So Winds, when yet unfledg'd in Woods they lie, 
In whiſpers firſt their tender Voices try: 150 
Then iſſue on the Main with bellowing rage, 
And Storms to trembling Mariners preſage. 
Then thus to both reply'd th' Imperial God, 
Who ſhakes Heav'ns Axels with his awful Nod. 
(When he begins, the filent Senate ſtand 1575 
With Rev'rence, liſt'ning to the dread Command: 
The Clouds diſpel; the Winds their Breath reſtrain; 
And the huſh'd Waves lie flatted on the Main.) 
Cceleſtials! Your attentive Ears incline ö 


Since, ſaid the God, the Trojans mult not join 160 
In wiſh'd Alliance with the Latian Line, 

Since endleſs Jarrings, and immortal Hate, 

'Tend but to diſcompoſe our happy State; 5 
The War henceforward be reſign'd to Fate. 

Each to his proper Fortune ſtand or fall, 165 
Equal and unconcern'd I look on all. 

Rutulians, Trojans, are the ſame to me; 

And both ſhail draw the Lots their Fates decree. 

Let theſe aflault ; if Fortune be their Friend; 

And if ſhe favours thoſe, let thoſe defend: 170 
The Fates will find their way. The Thunderer ſaid 
And ſhook the ſacred Honours of his Head 


Atteſting 


22 
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Atteſting Styx, th Inviolable Flood, 
And the black Regions of his Brother God [the Nod. 0 
Trembled the Poles of Heav'n; and Earth confeſs'd 


This end the Seſſions had: The Senate riſe, 176 


And to his Palace wait their Sov raign thro' the Skies. 
Mean time, intent upon their Siege, the Foes 

Within their Walls the Trojan Hoaſt incloſe: 

They wound, they kill, they watch at ev'ry Gate: 180 

Renew the Fires, and urge their happy Fate. 

" Th Mneans wiſh in vain their wanted Chief, 

Hopeleſs of flight, more hopeleſs of Relief: 

Thin on the Tow'rs they ſtand; and ev'n thoſe few, 

A fecble, fainting, and dejected Crew: 185 

Vet in the face of Danger ſome there ſtood: 

The two bold Brothers of Sarpedon's Blood, 

Aſus, and Acmon both th' Aſaraci; 

Young Hemon, and tho' young, reſolv'd to dye. 

With theſe were Clarus and Thymetes join'd; 199 

Tibris and Caſtor, both of Lycian Kind. 

From Acmon's Hands a rowling Stone there came, 

So large, it half deſerv'd a Mountain's Name: 

Strong ſinew'd was the Youth, and big of Bone, 5 

His Brother Mueſtheus cou'd not more have done: 8 

Or the great Father of th? intrepid Son. 196 

Some Firebrands throw, ſome flights of Arrows ſend 

And ſome with Darts, and ſome with Stones detend. 

Amid the Preſs appears the beauteous Boy, 

The Care of Venus, and the Hope of Troy. 200 
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His lovely Face unarm'd, his Head was bate, 

In ringlets o'er his Shoulders hung his Hair. 

His forchead circled with a Diadem; þ 

Diſtinguiſh'd from the Crowd he ſhines a Gem, 4 

Enchas'd in Gold, or Poliſh'd Iv'ry ſet, 20917 

Amidſt the meaner foil of fable Jett. 5 

Nor Iſiuarus was wanting to the War, 

Directing Ointed Arrows from afar; 

And Death with Poiſon arm'd: In Lydia born, 

W here plenteous Harveſts the fat Fields adorn : 210 

Where proud Paclolus floats the fruitful Lands, 

And leaves a rich manure of Golden Sands. 

There Capys, Author of the Capuan Name: | 
; 


And there was Mneſtheus too increas'd in Fame: 21 

Since Turnus from the Camp He caſt with ſhame. 
Thus Mortal War was wag'd on either ſide, 

Mean time the Heroe cuts the Nightly Tide. 


For, anxious, from Evander when he went, , 
He ſought the Tyrrhene Camp, and Tarcbon's Tent; Bo! 
Expos'd the Cauſe of coming to the Chief; „%% 9. 
His Name, and Country told, and ask'd Relief: F oe 
Propos'd the Terms; his own ſmall ſtrength declar'd, Fic 
What Vengeance proud Mezentius had prepar'd : Hi: 
What Turnus, bold and violent, deſign'd; S5 
Then ſhew'd the ſlipp'ry ſtate of Hnmane-kind, 227 Ail 
And fickle Fortune; warn'd him to beware: | Tm} 


And to his wholſom Counſel added Pray'r. | An 
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Tarchon, without delay, the Treaty ſigns; 

And to the Trojan Troops the Tuſcan joins, 229 
They ſoon ſet ſail; nor now the Fates withſtand 

Their Forces truſted with a Foreign Hand. 

AEneas leads; upon his Stern appear | 

Two Lions carv'd, which riſing Ida bear: 5 

Ia, to wand'ring Trojans ever dear. 

Under their grateful Shade Aneas ſate, 235 

Revolving Wars Events, and various Fate. 

His left young Pallas kept, fix'd to his ſide, 

And oft of Winds enquir'd, and of the Tyde: 

Oft of the Stars, and of their wat'ry Way; 

And what he ſuffer'd both by Land and Sea. 240 
Now ſacred Siſters open all your Spring, | 

The Tuſcan Leaders, and their Army fing 

Which follow'd great Aneas to the War: 

Their Arms, their Numbers, and their Names declare. 
A thouſand Youths brave Maſſicus obey, 245 

Born in the Der, thro' the foaming Sea; 

From Aſum brought, and Coſa, by his Care; 

For Arms, light Quivers, Bows, and Shafts they bear. 

Fierce Alas next, his Men bright Armour wore; 

His Stern, Apollo's Golden Statue bore, 259 

Six hundred Populonea ſent along, 

All skil''d in Martial Exerciſe, and ſtrong. 

Three hundred more for Battel Ida joins, 

An Ille renown'd for Steel, and unexhauſted Mines, 
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Ahlas on his Prow the third appears, 275 
Who Heav'n interprets, and the wand'ring Stars: 
From offer'd Entrails Prodigies expounds, 


And Peals of Thunder, with preſaging Sounds. 
A thouſand Spears in warlike Order ſtand, 


Sent by the Piſans under his Command. 260 p 

Fair Aſtur follows in the wat'ry Field, An: 

Proud of his manag'd Horſe, and painted Shield. Tur 

Graviſca noiſom from the neighb'ring Fen, EM 

And his own Cære fent three hundred Men: The 

With thoſe which Minio's Fields, and Pyrgi gave; bn 

All bred in Arms, unanimous and brave. 266 | Wh 

Thou Mufe the Name of Cyniras renew,  (M; 

And brave Cupavo follow'd but by few: | Ve 

Whoſe Helm confeſs'd the Lineage of the Man, [The 

And bore, with Wings diſplay'd, a ſilver Swan. 270 œ èq Wit 

Love was the fault of his fam'd Anceſtry, Him 

Whoſe Forms, and Fortunes in his Enſigns fly, Hig 

For Cycmes lov'd unhappy Phaeton, Fro 

And ſung his Loſs in Poplar Groves, alone; And 

Beneath the Siſter ſhades to ſooth his Grief; 277 A h. 

Heav'n heard his Song, and haſten'd his Relief: A P. 

And chang'd to ſnowy Plumes his hoary Hair, And 

| And wing'd his Flight, to chant aloft in Air. 1 
| | His Son Cupavo bruſh'd the briny Flood X 9 
Upon his Stern a brawny Centaur ſtood, 280 For 
| Who heav'd a Rock, and threat'ning ſtill to throw, || N 
| With lifted Hands, alarm'd the Scas below: And 
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They ſeem'd to fear the formidable Sight, 

And rowl'd their Billows on, to ſpeed his Flight. 
Ocnus was next, who led his Native Train, 287 

Of hardy Warriors, thro' the wat' ry Plain. 

The Son of Manzo, by the Tuſcan Stream, 

From whence the Mantuan Town derives the Name. 

An ancient City, but of mix'd Deſcent, 

Three ſev'ral Tribes compoſe the Government. 290 

Four Towns are under each; but all obey 

The Mantuan Laws, and own the Tuſcan Sway. 
Hate to Mezentius, arm'd five hundred more, 

Whom Mincius from his Sire Benacus bore 

(Mincins with Wreaths of Reeds his forehead co- 
yer'd o're.) | 295 

Theſe grave Auletes leads. A hundred ſweep, 

With ſtretching Oars at once the glaſſy deep: 

Him, and his Martial Train, the Triton bears, 

High on his Poop the Sea-green God appears: 

Frowning he ſeems his crooked Shell to ſound, 380 

And at the Blaſt the Billows dance around. 

A hairy Man above the Waſte he ſhows, 

A Porpoiſe Tail beneath his Belly grows; 

And ends a Fiſh: His Breaſt the Waves divides, 

And Froth and Foam augment the murm'ring Tides. 
Full thirty Ships tranſport the choſen Train, 306 

For Troy's Relief, and ſcour the briny Main. 

' Now was the World forſaken by the Sun, 
And Phzbe half her nightly Race had run, 
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The careful Chief, who never clos'd his Eyes, 310 
Himſelf the Rudder holds, the Sails ſupplies. 

A Choir of Nererds meet him on the Flood, 

Once his own Gallies, hewn from Ida's Wood: 

But now as many Nymphs the Sea they ſweep, 

As rode before tall Veſſels on the Deep. 315 
They know him from afar; and in a Ring, 

Incloſe the Ship that bore the Trojan King. 

Cymodoce, whoſe Voice excell'd the reſt, 

Above the Waves advanc'd her ſnowy Breaſt, 

Her right Hand ſtops the Stern, her left divides 320 
The curling Ocean, and corrects the Tides : 

She ſpoke for all the Choir; and thus began, 

With pleaſing Words to warn th'unknowing Man. 
Sleeps our lov'd Lord? O Goddeſs-born! awake, 
Spread ev'ry Sail, purſue your wat'ry Track; 325 
And haſte your Courſe. You Navy once were we, 
From Idas Height deſcending to the Sea: 

Till TIurmis, as at Anchor fix'd we ſtood, * 

Preſum'd to violate our holy Wood. | 
Then loos'd from Shore we fled his Fires prophane 
(Unwillingly we broke our Maſter's Chain) 331 ; 
And ſinoe have ſought you thro? the Tuſcan Main. 

The mighty Mother chang'd our Forms to theſe, 

And gave us Life Immortal in the Scas. 

But young Aſcanius, in his Camp diſtreſs'd, 335 
By your inſulting Foes is hardly preſs'd. 
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Th' Arcadian Horſemen, and Etrurian Hoaſt 
Advance in order on the Latian Coalt : 
To cut their way the Daunian Chief deſigns, 
Before their Troops can reach the Trojay Lines. 349 
Thou, when the roſie Morn reſtores the Light, 
Firſt arm thy Soldiers for th* enſuing Fight: 
Thy ſelf the fated Sword of Vulcan wield, 
And bear aloft th' impenetrable Shield. 
To Morrow's Sun, unleſs my Skill be vain, 345 
Shall ſee huge heaps of Foes in Battel ſlain. 
Parting, ſhe ſpokez and with Immortal Force, 
Puſh*d on the Veſſel in her wat'ry Courſe : 
(For well ſhe knew the Way) impell'd behind, 
The Ship flew forward, and outſtrip'd the Wind. 350 
The reſt make up : Unknowing of the cauſe 
The Chiefadmires their Speed, and happy Omens draws, 

Then thus he pray'd, and fix*'d on Heav'n his Eyes; 
Hear thou, great Mother of the Deities ! 
With Turrets crown'd, (on 1da's holy Hill, 3577 
Fierce Tygers, rein'd and curb'd, obey thy Will.) 
Firm thy own Omens, lead us on to fight, 
And let thy Phrygians conquer in thy right. 

He ſaid no more. And now renewing Day 
Had chas'd the Shadows of the Night away. 360 
He charg'd the Soldiers with preventing Care, 
Their Flags to follow, and their Arms prepare; 
Warn'd of th' enſuing Fight, and bad 'em hope the 
War: 
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Nov, from his loſty Poop, he view'd below 

His Camp incompaſs'd, and th' incloſing Foe. 365 

His blazing Sbield imbrac'd, he held on high; 


The Camp receive the ſign, and with loud Shouts reply. 


Hope arms their Courage: From their Tow'rs they throw 
Their Darts with double Force, and drive the Foe. 
Thus, at the ſignal giv'n, the Cranes ariſe 370 
Before the ſtormy South, and blacken all the Skies. 
King Turns wonder'd at the Fight renew'd 

Till, looking back, the Trojan Fleet he view'd: 

The Seas with ſwelling Canvaſs cover'd o'er; 

And the ſwift Ships deicending on the Shore. 375 
The Latians ſaw from far, with dazl'd Eyes, 

The radiant Creſt that ſeem'd in Flames to riſe, 

And dart diffuſive Fires around the Field ; 
And the keen glitt'ring of the Golden Shield. 379 
Thus threatning Comets, when by Night they riſe, 

Shoot ſanguine Streams, and ſadden all the Skies: 

So Sirius, flaſhing forth ſiniſter Lights, [frights. 
Pale humane kind with Plagues, and with dry Famine 
Yet Turnus, with undaunted Mind 1s bent 

To man the Shores, and kinder their Deſcent: 385 
And thus awakes the Courage of his Friends. 

What you fo long have wiſh'd, kind Fortune ſends : 
In ardent Arms to meet th' invading Foe : 

- You find, and find him at Advantage now. 

Yours is the Day, you need but only dare: 390 
Your Swords will make you Maſters of the War. 
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Vour Sires, your Sons, your Houſes, and your Lands, 
And deareſt Wifes, are all within your Hands. 


Be mindful of the Race from whence you came; 
And emulate in Arms your Father's Fame. 395 


Now take the Time, while ſtagg'ring yet they ſtand 


With Feet unfirm z and prepoſſeſs the Strand: 
Fortune befriends the bold. Nor more he ſaid, 
But ballanc'd whom to leave, and whom to lead : 
Then theſe elects, the Landing to prevent; 409 
And thoſe he leaves to keep the City pent. 

Mean time the Trojan ſends his Troops aſhore: 
Some are by Boats expos'd, by Bridges more. 
With lab'ring Oars they bear along the Strand, 
W here the Tide languiſhes, and leap a-land. 405 
Tarchon obſerves the Coaft with careful Eyes, 
And where no Foord he finds, no Water fryes, 
Nor Billows with unequal Murmurs roar ; 
But ſmoothly ſlide along, and ſwell the Shoar ; 


That Courſe he ſteer'd, and thus he gave command, 


Here ply your Oars, and at all hazard land: 411 

Force on the Veſſel that her Keel may wound 

This hated Soil, and furrow hoſtile Ground. 

Let me ſecurely land, I ask no more, 

Then fink my Ships, or ſhatter on the Shore. 415 
This fiery Speech inflames his feartul Friends, 

They tug at ev'ry Oar; and ev'ry Stretcher bends : 


They run their Ships aground, the Veſſels knock, 


( Thus ſorc'd athore) and tremble with the ſhock. 
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Tarchon's alone was loſt, and ſtranded ſtood, 420 
Stuck on a Bank, and beaten by the Flood. 
She breaks her Back, the looſen'd Sides give way, 
And plunge the Tuſcan Soldiers in the Sea. 
Their broken Oars, and floating Planks withſtand 
Their Paſſage, while they labour to the Land; 18 
And ebbing Tides bear back upon th' uncertain Sand. 
Now Turnus leads his Troops, without delay, 
Advancing to the Margin of the Sea. 
The Trumpets ſound: nens firſt aſſail'd 429 
The Clowns new rais'd and raw; and ſoon prevail'd. 
Great Theron fell, an Omen of the Fight: 
Great Theron large of Limbs, of Gyant height. 
He firſt in open Field defy*d the Prince, 
But Armour ſcal'd with Gold was no Defence 
Againſt the fated Sword, which open'd wide 435 
His plated Shield, and pierc'd his naked fide. 
Next, Lycas fell; who, not like others born, 
Was from his wretched Mother rip'd and torn: 
Sacred, O Phzbus! from his Birth to thee, | 
For his beginning Life from biting Steel was free. 449 
Not far from him was Gyas laid along, 
Of monſt'rous Bulk; with Crſexs fierce and ſtrong : 
Vain Bulk and Strength; for when the Chief aſſail'd, 
Nor Valour, nor Herculean Arms avail'd; 
Nor their fam'd Father, wont in War to go 445 
With great Alcides, while he toil'd below, 
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The noiſie Pharos next receiv'd his Death, 
AEneas writh'd his Dart, and ſtopp'd his bawling Breath. 
Then wretched Cydon had receiv'd his Doom, 
Who courted Clyrins in his beardleſs Bloom, 450 
And ſought with luſt obſcene polluted Joys: 
The Trojan Sword has cur'd his love of Boys, 
Had not his ſev'n bold Brethren ſtop'd the Courſe 
Of the fierce Champion, with united Force. 454. 
Sev'n Darts are thrown at once, and {ome rebound 
From his bright Shield, ſome on his Helmet ſound : 
The reſt had reach'd him, but his Mother's Care 
Prevented thoſe, and turn'd aſide in Air. 

The Prince then call'd Achares, to ſupply 
The Spears, that knew the way to Victory. 460 
Thoſe fatal Weapons, which inur'd to Blood, 
In Grecian Bodies under Jlium ſtood: 
Not one of thoſe my Hand ſhall toſs in vain 
Againſt our Foes, on this contended Plain, 
He ſaid: Then ſeiz'd a mighty Spear, and threw; 465 
Which, wing'd with Fate, thro* Man's Buckler flew : 
Pierc'd all the brazen Plates, and reach'd his Heart : 
He ſtagger'd with intolerable Smart. : 
Alcanor ſaw; and reach d, but reach'd in vain, 
His helping Hand, his Brother to ſuſtain. 470 
A ſecond Spear, which kept the former Courſe, | 
From the ſame Hand, and ſent with equal Force, 
His right Arm pierc'd, and holding on, bereft 
His uſe of both, and pinion'd down his left. 
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Then Ninnitor, from his dead Brother drew 475 
Th' ill-omend Spear, and at the Trojan threw : 
Preventing Fate directs the Lance awry, 
Which glacing, only mark'd Achates Thigh. 

In Pride of Youth the Sabine Clauſus came, 
And from afar, at Driops took his Aim. 480 
The Spear flew hiſſing thro' the middle Space, 
And pierc'd his Throat, directed at his Face: 
It ſtopꝰd at once the Paſſage of his Wind, . 
And the free Soul to flitting Air reſign'd: 484. 
His Forehead was the firſt that ſtruck the Ground; 
Life-blood, and Life ruſh'd mingl'd thro' the Wound. 
He flew three Brothers of the Borean Race, 
And three, whom Iſmarus, their Native Place, 8 


Had ſent to War, but all the Sons of Thrace. 


Haleſus next, the bold Aurunci leads 490 

The Son of Neptune to his Aid ſucceeds, 

Conſpicuous on his Horſe: On either Hand 

Theſe fight to keep, and thoſe to win the Land. 

With mutual Blood th' Auſonian Soil is dy'd, 

While on its Borders each their Claim decide. 495 
As wint'ry Winds contending in the Sky, 

With equal force of Lungs their Titles try. 

They rage, they roar; the doubtful rack of Heav'n 

Stands without Motion, and the Tyde undriv'n: 

Each bent to conquer, neither ſide to yield; oo 

They long ſuſpend the Fortune of the Field. 
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Both Armies thus perform what Courage can: 
Foot ſet to Foot, and mingled Man to Man. 

But in another part, th' Arcadian Horſe, 
With ill Succeſs ingage the Latin Force. fog 
For where th' impetuous Torrent ruſhing down, 
Huge craggy Stones, and rooted 'Trees had thrown : 
They left their Courſers, and unus'd to Fight 
On Foot, were ſcarter'd in a ſhameful flight. 
Pallas, who with Diſdain and Grief, had view'd 510 
His Foes purſuing, and his Friends purſu'd ; | 
Us'd Threatnings mix'd with Pray'rs, his laſt Reſſource; 
With theſe ro moye their Minds, with thoſe to fire 
their Force. | 
Which way, Companions ! Whether wou'd you run? 
By you your ſelves, and mighty Battels won; 716 
By my great Sire, by his eſtabliſh'd Name, 
And early promiſe of my Future Fame; 
By my Youth emulous of equal Right, 
To ſhare his Honours, ſhun ignoble Flight. 20 
Truſt not your Feet, your Hands muſt hew your way 
Thro' yon black Body, and that thick Array: 
Tis thro” that forward Path that we muſt come: 
There lies our Way, and that our Paſſage home. 
Nor Pow'rs above, nor Deſtinies below, 727 
Oppreſs our Arms; with equal Strength we go; 0 
With Mortal Hands to meet a Mortal Foe. 
See on what Foot we ſtand: A ſcanty Shore; 
The Sea behind, our Enemies before: 
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No Paſſage leſt, unleſs we ſwim the Main; 
Or torcing theſe, the Trojan Trenches gain. $39 
This ſaid, he ſtrode with eager haſte along, 
And bore amidſt the thickeſt of the Throng. 
Lagus, the firſt he met; with Fate to Foe, 
Had heav'd a Stone of mighty weight to throw : 
Stooping, the Spear deſcended on his Chine, ſ35 
Juſt where the Bone diſtinguiſh'd either Loin: 
It ſtuck ſo faſt, ſo deeply bury'd lay, 
That ſcarce the Victor forc'd the Stcel away. 

H7sbon came on, but while he mov'd too flow 
To wiſh'd Revenge, the Prince prevents his Blow: 
For warding his at once, at once he preſs'd; 741 
And plung'd the fatal Weapon in his Breaſt. 
Then leud Anchemolus he laid in Duſt, 
Who ſtain'd his Stepdam's Bed with impious Luſt. 
And after him the Daucian Twins were ſlain, 547 
Laris and Timbrus, on the Latian Plain: 
So wond'rous like in Feature, Shape, and Size, 
As caus'd an Error in their Parents Eyes. 
Gratctul Miſtake! but ſoon the Sword decides 
The nice Diſtinction, and their Fate divides. 757 
For Thimbrus Head was lop'd: and Laris Hand 
Diſmember'd, ſought its Owner on the Strand: 
The trembling Fingers yet the Fauchion ſtrain, 

And threaten ſtill th' intended Stoke in vain. 7574 
Now, to renew the Charge, th' Arcadians came: 
Sight of ſuch Acts, and ſenſe of honeſt Shame, x 
And Grief, with Anger mix'd, their Minds inflame. 4 
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Then, with a caſual Blow was Rhateus ſlain, 

Who chanc'd, as Pallas threw, to croſs the Plain: 
The flying Spear was after Ils ſent, 569 
But Rhæteus happen'd on a Death unmeant : 

From Teuthras, and from Tyres while he fled, 

The Lance, athwart his Body, laid him dead: 
Rowl'd from his Chariot with a Mortal Wound, 

And intercepted Fate, he ſpurn'd the Ground. 565 
As, when in Summer, welcome Winds ariſe, 

The watchful Shepherd to the Foreſt flies, 

And fires the midmoſt Plants; Contagion ſpreads, 
And catching Flames infect the neighb'ring Heads; 
Around the Foreſt flies the furious Blaſt, 570 
And all the leafie Nation {inks at laſt; 5 
And Vulcan rides in Triumph o'er the Waſt; 

The Paſtor pleas'd with his dire Victory, 

Beholds the ſatiate Flames in Sheets aſcend the Sky: 
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So Pallas's Troops their ſcatter'd Strength unite; y? 


And pouring on their Foes, their Prince delight. 
Haleſus came, fierce with deſire of Blood, 

(But firſt collected in his Arms he ſtood) 

Advancing then, he ply'd the Spear ſo well, 

Ladon, Demodocus, and Pheres fell: 585 

Around his Head he toſs'd his glitt'ring Brand, 

And from Strimonius hew'd his better Hand, 

Held up to guard his Throat: Then hurl'd a Stone 

Ar Thoas ample Front, and pierc'd the Bone: 
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It ſtruck beneath the ſpace of either Eye, 587 
And Blood, and mingled Brains, together fly. 
Deep skill'd in future Fates, Haleſus Sire, 
Did with the Youth to lonely Groves retire: 
But when the Father's Mortal Race was run, 
Dire Deſtiny laid hold upon the Son, 790 
And haul'd him to the War: to find beneath 
Th' Evandrian Spear, a memorable Death. 
Pallas th' Encounter ſeeks, but e'er he throws, 
To Tuſcan Tyber thus addreſs'd his Vows: 
O ſacred Stream direct my flying Dart 5 
And give to paſs the proud Haleſus Heart: 
His Arms and Spoils thy holy Oak ſhall bear: 
Pleas'd with the Bribe, the God receiv'd his Pray'r. 
For white his Shield protects a Friend diſtreſs'd, 
The Dart came driving on, and pierc'd his Breaſt. 600 
But Lauſus, no {mall portion of the War, 
Permits not Panick Fear to reign too far, 
Caus'd by the Death of ſo renown'd a Knight; 
But by his own Example chears the Fight. 
Fierce Abas firſt he flew, Abas, the ſtay i. Pp 
Of Trojan Hopes, and hind'rance of the Day. 
The Phrygian Troops eſcap'd the Greeks in vain, 
They, and their mix'd Allies, now load the Plain. 
'To the rude ſhock of War both Armies came, 
Their Leaders equal, and their Strength the ſame. 610 
The Rear fo preſs'd the Front, they cou'd not wield 


Their angry Weapons, to diſpute the Field. 
| Here 
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Here Pallas urges on, and Lauſus there, 
Of equal Youth and Beauty both appear, 61 i 


But both by Fate forbid to breath their Native Air. 
Their Congreſs in the Field great Fove withſtands, 
Both doom'd to fall, but fall by greater Hands. 

Mean time Futurna warns the Daunian Chief 
Of Lauſus Danger, urging ſwift Relief. 
With his driv'n Chariot he divides the Crowd, 620 
And making to his Friends, thus calls aloud: 
Let none preſume his needleſs Aid to join; 
Retire, and clear the Field, the Fight is mine: 
To this right Hand is Pallas only due: 
Oh were his Father here my juſt Revenge to view! 
From the forbidden Space his Men retir'd 626 
Pallas, their Awe, and his ſtern Words admir'd: 
Survey'd him o'er and o'er with wond'ring ſight, 
Struck with his haughty Meen, and tow'ring Height. 
Then to the King; your empty Vaunts forbear: 639 
Succeſs I hope, and Fate I cannot fear. 
Alive or dead, I ſhall deſerve a Name: 
Fove is impartial, and to both the ſame, 
He ſaid, and to the void advanc'd his Pace; 
Pale Horror fate on each Arcadian Face. 635 
Then Turnus, from his Chariot leaping light, 
Addreſs'd himſelf on Foot to ſingle Fight. 
And, as a Lion, when he ſpies from far 
A Bull, that ſeems to meditate the War; 
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Bending his Neck, and ſpurning back the Sand, 640 
Runs roaring downward from his hilly Stand : 
Imagine eager Turns not more flow, 

To ruſh from high on his unequal Foe. 

Young Pallas, when he ſaw the Chief advance 
Within due diſtance of his flying Lance; 645 
Prepares to charge him firſt: Reſolv'd to try 
If Fortune wou d his want of Force ſupply. 

And thus to Heav'n and Hercules addreſs'd. 

Alcides, once on Earth Evauder's Gueſt, 

His Son adjures you by thoſe Holy Rites, 650 
That hoſpitable Board, thoſe Genial Nights; 

Aſſiſt my great Attempt to gain this Prize, 

And let proud Turnus view, with dying Eyes, 

His raviſh'd Spoils. Twas heard, the vain Requeſt 
Alcides mourn'd : And ſtifled Sighs within his Breaſt. 
Then Fove, to ſooth his Sorrow, thus began: 656 
Short bounds of Lite are ſer to Mortal Man. ö 
Tis Vertues work alone to ſtretch the narrow Span. 
So many Sons of Gods in bloody Fight, 

Around the Walls of 1roy, have loſt the Light: 660 
My own Sarpedon fell beneath his Foe, 

Nor I, his mighty Sire, cou'd ward the Blow. 

Ev'n Turnus ſhortly ſhall reſign his Breath; 

And ſtands already on the Verge of Death. 

This ſaid, the God permits the fatal Fight, 665 
But from the Labian Fields averts his fight. 
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Now with full Force his Spear young Palas threw; 


And having thrown, his ſhining Fauchion drew: 

The Steel juſt graz d along the Shoulder Joint, 
And mark'd it {lightly with the glancing Point. 670 
Fierce Turnus firſt to nearer diſtance drew, 

And poiz'd his pointed Spear before he threw : 

Then, as the winged Weapon whiz'd along; 

See now, ſaid he, whoſe Arm is better ſtrung. 

The Spear kept on the fatal Courſe, unſtay d 675 


NY By Plates of Ir'n, which o'er the Shield were laid: 


Thro' folded Braſs, and tough Bull-hides it paſs'd, 

His Croſlet pierc'd, and reach'd his Heart at laſt. 

In vain the Youth tugs at the broken W ood, 

The Soul comes iſſuing with the vital Blood: 680 

He falls; his Arms upon his Body found; 

And with his bloody Tecth he bites the . 
Turnus beſtrode the Corps: Arcadiaus hear, 

Said he; my Meſlage to your Maſter bear: 


Such as the Sire defery'd, the Son I ſend: 687 


It coſts him dear to be the Phrygiaus Friend. 


The lifelefs Body, tell him, I beſtow 
3 Unask'd, to reſt his wand' ring Ghoſt below. 
He ſaid, and trampled down with all the Force 


Of his left Foot, and ſpurn'd the wretched Corſe: 


WY Then ſaatch'd the ſhining Belt, with Gold inlaid; 691 
Tze Beit Eurytion's artful Hands had made: 


I All, in the compaſs of one mournful N ;oht, 
= Depriv'd their Bridegrooms of returning Light. 695 


Where fifty fatal Brides, expreſs d to ſigbt, vl = 
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In an ill Hour inſulting Turnus tore | 

Thoſe Golden Spoils, and in a worſe he wore. 

O Mortals! blind in Fate, who never know 

To bear high Fortune, or endure the low ! 

The Time ſhall come, when Turnus, but in vain, 700 

Shall wiſh untouch'd the Trophies of the ſlain: 
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Shall wiſh the fatal Belt were far away; 


And curſe the dire Remembrance of the Day. 

The ſad Arcadians from th' unhappy Field, 
Bear back the breathleſs Body on a Shield. 70 
O Grace and Grief of War! at once reſtor'd 
With Praiſes to thy Sire, at once deplor'd. 
One Day firſt ſent thee to the fighting Field, 
Beheld whole heaps of Foes in Battel kill'd; 710 ; 
One Day beheld thee dead, and born upon thy Shield. 
This diſmal News, not from uncertain Fame, 
Bur fad Spectators, to the Heroe came: 
His Friends upon the brink of Ruin ſtand, 
Unleſs reliev'd by his victorious Hand. 
He whirls his Sword around, without delay, 7157 
And hews through adverſe Foes an ample Way; 
To find fierce Turnus, of his Conqueſt proud: 
Evander, Pallas, all that Friendſhip ow'd 
To large Deſerts, are preſent to his Eyes 


- His plighted Hand, and hoſpitable Ties. 720 


Four Sons of Sumo, four whom Uſens bred, 
He took in fight, and living Victims led, 
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! To pleaſe the Ghoſt of Pallat; and expire 

| In Sacrifice, before his Fun'ral Fire. 

At Magus next he threw: He ſtoop'd below 7257 
The flying Spear, and ſhun'd the promis'd Blow. 
Then creeping, claſp'd the Hero's Knees, and prav'd : 
By young Tus, by thy Father's Shade, 

O ſpare my Life, and ſend me back to ſee 


My longing Sire, and tender Progeny. 730 
A lofty Houſe I have, and Wealth untold, 

In Silver Ingots, and in Bars of Gold: 

All theſe, and Sums beſides, which ſee no Day, 

The Ranſom of this one poor Lite ſhall pay. 

If I ſurvive, ſhall Troy the leſs prevail? 735 
A ſingle Soul's too light to turn the Scale, 

He ſaid. The Heroe ſternly thus reply'd: 

Thy Bars, and Ingots, and the Sums beſide, 

Leave for thy Childrens Lot. Thy Turnus broke 

All Rules of War, by one relentleſs Stroke 740 
When Pallas fell : So deems, nor deems alone, 


My Father's Shadow, but my living Son. 


Thus having ſaid, of kind Rewe bereft, 
He ſeiz'd his Helm, and drag'd him with his left: 
Then with his right Hand, while his Neck he wreath'd, 


Up to the hilts his ſhining Fauchion ſhearh'd. 746 
Apollo's Prieſt, Emonides, was near, 


His holy Fillets on his Front appear; 
Glitt'ring in Arms he ſhone amidſt the Crowd 


Much of his God, more of his Purple proud: 750 


* 1 
3 " 
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Him the fierce Trojan follow'd thro” the Field; 
The holy Coward fell: and forc'd to yield, 
The Prince ſtood o'er the Prieſt; and, at one Blow, 
Sent him an Off ring to the Shades below. 
His Arms Sereſtbus on his Shoulders bears, 75757 
Deſign'd a Trophee to the God of Wars. 

Vulcanian Cæculus renews the Fight; 
And Umbro born upon the Mountains Height. 
The Champion chears his Troops t'encounter thoſe: 
And ſeeks Revenge himſelf on other Foes. 760 
At Anxur's Shield he drove, and at the Blow, 
Both Shield and Arm to Ground together go. 
Anxur had boaſted much of magick Charms, 
And thought he wore impenetrable Arms 
So made by mutter'd Spells: And from the Spheres, 
Had Life ſecur'd, in vain, for length of Years. 766 
Then Tarquitus the Field in Triumph trod; 
A Nymph his Mother, and his Sire a God. 
Exulting in bright Arms he braves the Prince; 
With his protended Lance he makes defence: 770 
Bears back his feeble Foe; then preſſing on, 
Arreſts his better Hand, and drags him down. 
Stands o'er the proſtrate Wretch, and as he lay, 
Vain Tales inventing, and prepar'd to pray: 
Mows off his Head, the Trunk a Moment ſtood, 775 
Then ſunk, and rowl'd along the Sand in Blood. 

The vengeful Victor thus upbraids the ſlain; 
Lye there, praud Man, unpity'd on the Plain: 
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Lye there, inglorious, and without a Tomb, 
Far from thy Mother, and thy Native Home: 780 
Expos'd to ſavage Beaſts, and Birds of Prey; 1 
Or thrown for Food to Monſters of the Sea. i 
On Lycas and Antæus next he ran, 
Two Chiefs of Turms, and who led his Van. 1 
They fled for Fear; with theſe he chas'd along, 78575 f 
Camers the yellow Lock'd, and Nima ſtrong, | 
Both great in Arms, and both were fair, and young: 
Camers, was Son to Volſcens lately ſlain; | 
In Wealth ſurpaſſing all the Latian Train, © 
And in Amycla fix'd his filent, eaſie Reign. 790 
And as Mgeon, when with Heav'n he ſtrove, 
Stood oppoſite in Arms to mighty Fove , 
Mov'd all his hundred Hands, provok'd the War, 
Defy'd the forky Lightning from afar : 
At fifty Mouths his flaming Breath expires, 7905 | 


And Flaſh for Flaſh returns, and Fires for Fires: 


In his right Hand as many Swords he wields, : | 
And takes the Thunder on as many Shields: | | 
With Strength like his the 77% Heroe ſtood; 799 
And ſoon the Fields with falling Corps were frowa, 
When once his Fauchion found the Taſte of Blood. J 

With Fury ſcarce to be conceiv'd, he flew 
Againſt Nipheus, whom four Courſers drew. 
They, when they fee the fiery Chief advance, 
And puſhing at their Cheſts his pointed Lance; Sor 
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Wheel'd with ſo ſwift a Motion, mad with Fear, 
They drew their Maſter headlong from the Chair : 
They ſtare, they ſtart, nor ſtop their Courſe, before 
They bear the bounding Chariot to the Shore. 

Now Lucagzs, and Liger ſcour the Plains, 810 5 


With two white Steeds, but Liger holds the Reins, 
And Lucagus the lofty Seat maintains. 


His flaming Sword; Auneas couch'd his Spear, 
Unus'd to Threats, and more unus'd to Fear. 
Then Liger thus. Thy Confidence is vain 

To ſcape from hence, as from the Trojan Plain; 
Nor theſe the Steeds which Diomede beſtrode, 
Nor this the Chariot where Achilles rode: 

Nor Venus's Veil is here, nor Neprune's Shield: 820 
Thy fatal Hour is come; and this the Field. 
Thus Liger vainly vaunts: The Trojan Peer 
Return'd his anſwer with his flying Spear 

As Lucagus to laſh his Horſes bends, 


Bold Brethren both, the former wav'd in Air X 
815 5 


Prone to the Wheels, and his left Foot portends: 825 


Prepar d for Fight, the fatal Dart arrives, 
And thro' the borders of his Buckler drives. 


Paſs d thro; and pierc'd his Groin, the deadly Wound, 


Caſt from his Chariot, rowld him on the Ground. 
Whom thus the Chief upbraids with ſcornful ſpight: 
Blame not the ſlowneſs of your Steeds in flight; 831 
Vain Shadows did not force their ſwift Retreat: 

But you your ſelf forſake your empty Seat, 
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He ſaid, and ſeiz d at once the looſen'd Rein, 

(For Liger lay already on the Plain, 835 
By the ſame Shock) then, ſtretching out his Hands, 
The Recreant thus his wretched Life demands. 

Now by thy ſelf, O more than mortal Man! 

By her and him from whom thy Breath began, 

Who form'd thee thus Divine, I beg thee ſpare 840 
This forfeit Life, and hear thy Suppliant*s Pray'r. 
Thus much he ſpoke, and more he wou'd have ſaid, 
But the ſtern Heroe turn'd aſide his Head, 

And cut him ſhort. I hear another Man, 

You talk'd not thus before the Fight began; 845 
Now take your turn: And, as a Brother thou'd, 
Attend your Brother to the Srygian Flood: 

Then thro” his Breaſt his fatal Sword he ſent, 

And the Soul ifſu'd at the gaping Vent, 849 
As Storms the Skies, and Torrents tear the Ground, | 
Thus rag'd the Prince, and ſcatter'd Deaths around: 
At length Aſcanius, and the Trojan Train, 

Broke from the Camp, ſo long beſieg'd in vain. 
Mean time the King of Gods and Mortal Man, 
Held Conference with his Queen, and thus began: 
My Siſter Goddeſs, and well pleaſing Wife, 856 
Still think you Venus's Aid ſupports the Strife 
Suſtains her Trojans: Or themſelves alone, 

With inborn Valour force their Fortune on? 

How fierce in Fight, with Courage undecay'd; 86g 
Judge if ſuch Warriors want immortal Aid. 
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To whom the Goddeſs, with the charming Eyes, 
Soft in her Tone ſubmiſſively replies. 
Why, O my Sov'raign Lord, whoſe Frown I fear, 
And cannot, unconcern'd, your Anger bear 865 
Why urge you thus my Grief? When if I ſtill, 
(As once I was) were Miſtreſs of your Will : 
From your Almighty Pow'r, your. pleaſing Wife 
Might gain the Grace of lengthning Turnus's Life: 
Securely ſnatch him from the fatal Fighr, 870 
And give him to his aged Father's ſight. 
Now let him periſh, ſince you hold it good, 
And glut the Trojans with his pious Blood. 
Yet from our Lineage he derives his Name, 874 
And in the fourth degree, from God Pilumnus came: 
Yet he devoutly pays you Rites Divine, 
And offers daily Incenſe at your Shrine. 
Then ſhortly thus the Sov'raign God reply'd; 
Since in my Pow'r and Goodneſs you confide 
If for a little Space, a lengthen'd Span, 880 
You beg Reprieve for this expiring Man: 
I grant you leave to take your Turnus hence, 
From Inftant Fate, and can fo far diſpenſe. 
Bur if ſome ſecret Meaning hes beneath, 
To ſave the ſhort-liv'd Youth from deftin'd Death: 
Or if a farther Thought you entertain, 886 
To change the Fates; you feed your hopes in vain, 
To whom the Goddefs thus, with weeping Eyes, 
And what if that Requeſt your Tongue denies, 
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Your Heart ſhou'd grant; and not a ſhort Reprieve, 

But length of certain Life to Turnus give. 891 

Now ſpeedy Death attends the guiltleſs Vouth, 

If my preſaging Soul divines with Truth. 

Which, O! I wiſh might err thro' cauſeleſs Fears, 

And you, (for you have Pow'r) prolong his Years. 8957 
Thus having ſaid, involy'd in Clouds, ſhe flies, 

And drives a Storm before her thro' the Skies. 

Swift ſhe deſcends, alighting on the Plain, 

Where the fierce Foes a dubious Fight maintain. 

Of Air condens'd, a Spectre ſoon ſhe made, 900 

And what Aneas was, ſuch ſeem'd the Shade. 

Adorn'd with Dardan Arms, the Phantom bore 

His Head aloft, a Plumy Creſt he wore: 

This Hand appear'd a ſhining Sword to wield, 

And that ſuſtain'd an imitated Shield: goo 

With manly Meen He ſtalk'd along the Ground 

Nor wanted Voice bely'd, nor vaunting Sound. 

(Thus haunting Ghoſts appear to waking Sight, 

Or dreadful Viſions in our Dreams by Night.) 

The Spectre ſeems the Daunian Chief to dare, 918 

And flouriſhes his empty Sword in Air: 

At this advancing Turnus hurl'd his Spear; 

The Phantom wheel'd, and ſeem'd to fly for Fear. 

Deluded Turnus thought the Trojan fled, 


And with vain hopes his haughty Fancy fed. 915 


Whether, O Coward, (thus he calls aloud, 
Nor found he ſpoke to Wind, and chas'd a Cloud; 
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Why thus forſake your Bride? Receive from me 
The fated Land you ſought ſo long by Sea. 


He ſaid, and brandiſhing at once his Blade, 920 


With eager Pace purſu'd the flying Shade. 

By chance a Ship was faſten'd to the Shore, 

Which from old Ciuſium King Ofmins bore : 

The Plank was ready laid for ſafe aſcent ; 

For ſhelter there the trembling Shadow bent: 18 

And skip'd, and ſculk'd, and under Hatches went. 

Exulting Turnus, with regardleſs haſte, 

Aſcends the Plank, and to the Gally paſs'd : 

Scarce had he reach'd the Prow, Saturnia's Hand 

The Haulſers cuts, and ſhoots the Ship from Land. 

With Wind in Poop, the Veſſel plows the Sea, 9 31 

And meaſures back with ſpeed her former Way. 

Mean time Areas ſeeks his abſent Foe, 

And ſends his ſlaughter'd Troops to Shades below. 
The guileful Phantom now forſook the ſhrowd, 935 

And flew ſublime, and vaniſh'd in a Cloud. 

Too late young Turns the Deluſion found, 

Far on the Sea, {till making from the Ground. 

Then thankle(s for a Life redeem'd by Shame; 

With Senſe of Honour ſtung, and forfeit Fame: 9.45 

Feariul beſides of what in Fight had paſs'd, 

His Hands, and hagger'd Eyes to Heav'n he caſt. 

O Fove! he cry'd, for what offence have ! 

Deſery'd to bear this endleſs Infamy : | 
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W hence am I forc'd, and whether am I born, 9457 
How, and with what Reproach ſhall I return? 
Shall ever I behold the Latian Plain, 
Or ſee Laurentun?s lofty Tow'rs again? 
What will they ſay of their deſerting Chief? 
The War was mine, I fly from their Relief: 950 
I led to Slaughter, and in Slaughter leave; 
And ev'n from hence their dying Groans receive. 
Here over-match'd in Fight, in heaps they lye, 
There ſcatter'd o'er the Fields ignobly fly. 
Gape wide, O Earth! and draw me down alive, off y 
Or, oh ye pitying Winds, a Wretch relieve; | 
On Sands or Shelves the ſplitting Veſlel drive: 
Or ſet me Shipwrack'd on ſome deſart Shore, 
Where no Ruzulian Eyes may ſee me more: 
Unknown to Friends, or Foes, or conſcious Fame, 962 
Leſt the ſhould follow, and my flight proclaim. 

Thus Turnus rav'd, and various Fates revoly'd, 
The Choice was doubtful, but the Death reſolv'd. 
And now the Sword, and now the Sea took place: 
That to revenge, and this to purge Diſgrace. 967 
Sometimes he thought to ſwim the ſtormy Main, 
By ſtretch of Arms the diſtant Shore to gain: 
Thrice he the Sword aſſay'd, and thrice the Flood; 
But Juno mov'd with Pity both withſtood: 
And thrice repreſs'd his Rage: ſtrong Gales ſupply'd, 
And puſh*d the Veſſel ofer the ſwelling Tide. 971 
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At length ſhe lands him on his Native Shores, 
And to his Father's longing Arms reſtores. 

Mean time, by Fove's Impulſe, Mezentius arm'd: 
Succeeding Turnus with his ardor warm'd 975 


His fainting Friends, reproach'd their ſhameful flight, | + | 
RepelPd the Victors, and renew'd the Fight. Th 
Againſt their King the I can Troops conſpire, All | 
Such is their Hate, and ſuch their fierce deſire But 
Of with'd Revenge: On him, and him alone, 980 He 
All Hands employ'd, and all their Darts are thrown. OY 
He, like a ſolid Rock by Seas inclos'd, Not 
To raging Winds and roaring Waves oppos'd; Sd 
From his proud Summit looking down, diſdains The 
Their empty Menace, and unmov'd remains. 987 1 
Beneath his Feet fell haughty Hebrus dead, F 
Then Latagus; and Palmus as he fled: Wh 
At Latagus a weighty Stone he flung, Me: 
His Face was flatted, and his Helmet rung. Pro 
But Palms from behind receives his Wound, 690 The 
Hamſtring' d he falls, and grovels on the Ground: Ac 
His Creſt and Armour from his Body torn, Or 
Thy Shoulders, Lauſus, and thy Head adorn. He 
Evas and Mymas, both of Troy, he flew, | He 
Mymas his Birth from fair Theano drew : 695 | Th 
Born on that fatal Night, when, big with Fire, He 
The Queen produc'd young Paris to his Sire. Vi 
But Paris in the Phrygian Fields was ſlain, WY 


Unthinking Mymas on the Latian Plain. 
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And as a ſavage Boar on Mountains bred, 1099 
With foreſt Maſt, and fatning Marſhes fed; 

When once he ſees himſelf in Toils inclos'd, 

By Huntſmen and their eager Haunds oppos'd : 

He whets his Tusks, and turns, and dares the War: 
Th' Invaders dart their Jay'lins from afar 1005 
All keep aloof, and ſafely ſhout around, 

But none preſumes to give a nearer Wound. 

He frets and froths, erects his briſtled Hide, 

And ſhakes a Grove of Lances from his Side: 

Not otherwiſe the Troops, with Hate inſpir'd, 1010 
And juſt Revenge, againſt the Tyrant fir'd ; 

Their Darts with Clamour at a diſtance drive: 

And only keep the languiſh'd War alive. 

From Coritus, came Acron to the Fight, [Night. 
Who left his Spouſe betroath'd, and unconſummate 
Mezentius ſees him thro' the Squadrons ride, 1016 
Proud of the Purple Favours of his Bride. 


Then, as a hungry Lion, who beholds 


A Gameſom Goat, who frisks about the Folds; 

Or beamy Stag that grazes on the Plain : 1020 
He runs, he roars, he ſhakes his riſing Mane; 

He grins, and opens wide his greedy Jaws, 

The Prey lyes panting underneath his Paws : 

He fills his famiſh*d Maw, his Mouth runs o'er 
With unchew'd Morſels, while he churns the Gore: 
So proud Mezentius ruſhes on his Foes. 1026 
And firſt unhappy Acron overthrows : 


t 


The Lance beſmear'd with Blood, lies broken in the 
wound. 


Then with Diſdain the haughty Victor view'd 1030 


Orodes flying, nor the Wretch purſu'd: 

Nor thought the Daſtard's Back deſerv'd a Wound, 
But running gain'd th* Advantage of the Ground. 
Then turning ſhort, he met him Face to Face, 

To give his Victory the better grace. 103f 
Orodes falls, in equal Fight oppreſs'd : 

NMexentius fix d his Foot upon his Breaſt, 

And reſted Lance: And thus aloud he cries; 

Lo here the Champion of my Rebels lyes. 

The Fields around with J Pear ring, 1049 
And peals of Shouts applaud the conqu*ring King. 

At this the vanquiſh'd, with his dying Breath, 

Thus faintly ſpoke, and propheſy'd in Death: 

Nor thou, proud Man, unpuniſh'd ſhalt remain 
Like Death attends thee on this fatal Plain. 1047 
Then, ſourly ſmiling, thus the King reply'd, 

For what belongs to me let Fove provide: 

But dye thou firſt, whatever Chance enſue : 

He faid, and from the Wound the Weapon drew: 

A hov*ring Miſt came ſwimming o'er his fight, 1050 
And ſeal'd his Eyes in everlaſting Night. 

By Cadicus, Alcathous was lain ; 

Sacrator laid Hydaſpes on the Plain: 


Orſes 


En. X. 
Stretch'd at his length, he ſpurns the ſwarthy Ground, 


En. X. EN EIS. 707 
Orſes the ſtrong to greater Strength muſt yield : 
He, with Parthenius, were by Rapo kill'd, off 
Then brave Meſſapus Ericetes flew, 
Who from Lycaon's Blood his Lineage drew. 
But from his headſtrong Horſe his Fate he found, 
Who threw his Maſter as he made a bound, 8 
The Chief alighting, ſtuck him to the Ground. 1060 
Then Clonius hand to hand, on Foot aſſails, 
The Trojan ſinks, and Neptune's Son prevails. 

Agis the Lycian ſtepping forth with Pride, 
To ſingle Fight the boldeſt Foe defy d. 
Whom Tuſcan Valerus by Force o'ercame, 1065 
And not bely'd his mighty Father's Fame. 
Salius to Death the great Autronius ſent, 
But the ſame Fate the Victor under went: 
Slain by Nealces Hand, well skill'd to throw 1069 
The flying Dart, and draw the far-deceiving Bow. 

Thus equal Deaths are dealt with equal Chance; 
By turns they quit their Ground, by turns advance : 
Victors, and vanquiſh'd, in the various Field, 
Nor wholly overcome, nor wholly yield. 
The Gods from Heav'n ſurvey the fatal Strife, 1075 
And mourn the Miſeries of Human Life. 
Above the reſt two Goddeſſes appear 
Concern'd for each: Here Venus, Funo there: 
Amidſt the Crowd Infernal Aze ſhakes 


Her Scourge aloft, and Creſt of hiſſing Snakes. 1080 


Vor. III. Aa a 
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Once more the proud Mezentius, with Diſdain, 
Prandiſh'd his Spear, and ruſh'd into the Plain: 
Where tow'ring in the midmoſt Ranks he ſtood, 
Like tall Orion ſtalking o'er the Flood: 

When with his brawny Breaft he cuts the Waves, 
His Shoulders ſcarce the topmoſt Billow laves. 1086 
Or like a Mountain Aſh, whoſe Roots are ſpread, 
Deep fix'd in Earth, in Clouds he hides his Head. 

The Trojan Prince beheld him from afar, 
And dauntleſs undertook the doubtful War. 1090 
Collected in his Strength, and like a Rock, . 
Poiz'd on his Baſe, Mezentins ſtood the Shock. 

He ſtood, and meaſur ing firſt with careful Eyes, 

The ſpace his Spear cou'd reach, aloud he cries: 

My ſtrong right Hand, and Sword, aflift my Stroke; 
{Thoſe only Gods Mezentius will invoke) r096 
His Armour from the Trojan Pirate torn, | 
By my triumphant Earſzs ſhall be worn. 

He fatd, and with his utmoſt force he threw 

The maſly Spear, which, hiſſing as ir flew, 100 
Reach'd the Ccœleſtial Shield that ſtop'd the courſe; 
But plancing thence, the yet unbroken Force 

Took a new bent obliquely, and betwixt 

The Side and Bowels fam'd .4nthores fix*d. | 
Authores had from Argos travell'd far, boy 
Alcides Friend, and Brother of the War: a 
Fil tir'd with Toils, fair Taly he choſe, 

And in Evander's Palace fought Repoſe: 
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Now falling by another's Wound, his Eyes i; 

He caſts to Heay'n, on Argos thinks, and dyes. 1119 

The pious Trojan then this Jav'lin ſent, | 

The Shield gave way: Throꝰ treble Plates it went 

Of ſolid Braſs, of Linnen trebly rowl'd, 

And three Bull-hides which round the Buckler rowl'd. 

All theſe it paſs'd, refiftleſs in the Courſe, 1115 

Tranſpierc'd his Thigh, and ſpent its dying Force. 

The gaping Wound guſh'd out a Crimſon Flood; 

The Trojan, glad with ſight of hoſtile Blood, 

His Fauchion drew, to cloſer Fight addrefs'd, 

And with new Force his fainting Foe oppreſs'd. 1 120 
His Father's Peril Lauſus view'd with Grief, 

He ſigh'd, he wept, he ran to his Relief. 

And here, Heroick Youth, 'tis here 1 muſt 

Io thy immortal Memory be juſt; | 
And ſing an Act fo noble and fo new, 1127 

Poſterity will ſcarce believe tis true. : 

Pain'd with his Wound, and uſclefs for the Fight, 

The Father ſought to fave himſelf by Flight: 

Incumber'd, flow he drag'd the Spear along, 


W hich pierc'd his Thigh, and in his Buckler hung. 11 zo 

The pious Youth, refolv'd on Death, below | > 
Protects his Parent, ard prevents the Blow. © 

Shouts ef Applauſe ran ringing thro? the Field, ork 


he lifted Sword, ſprings forth to face the F 05 
To ſec. the Son the WR Father ns: 1157 
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All fir'd with gen'rous Indi gnation ſtrive; 
And with a ſtorm of Darts, at diſtance drive 
The Trojan Chief; who held at Bay from far, 
On his Vulcanian Orb ſuſtain'd the War. 

As when thick Hail comes ratling in the Wind, 
The Plowman, Paſlenger, and lab'ring Hind, r14r 
For ſhelter to the neighb'ring Covert fly; | 
Or hous'd, or ſafe in hollow. Caverns lye: 

But that o'erblown, when Heav*n above 'em ſmiles, 
Return to Travel, and renew their Toils : 1145 
FEneas thus o'erwhelm'd on ev'ry fide, 
The ſtorm of Darts, undaunted, did abide ; try. 
And thus to Lauſus loud with friendly threatning 
Why wilt thou ruſh to certain Death, and Rage 

In raſh Attempts, beyond thy tender Age 2 — 11570 
Betray'd by pious Love? Nor thus forborn 

The Youth deſiſts, but with inſulting Scorn 
Provokes the ling' ring Prince: Whoſe Patience tird,. 
Gaye Place, and all his Breaſt with Fury fir d. 
For now the Fates prepar'd their ſharpen'd . 
And lifted high the flaming Sword appears: 11576 
Which full deſcending, with a frightful ſway, 

Thro' Shield and Corſlet forc'd th' impetuous Wah 
And bury'd deep in his fair Boſom lay. | 
The purple Streams thro* the thin Armour ſtrove, 1x60 
And drench'd th' imbroider'd Coat his Mother Wove: 
And Life at length forſook his heaving Heart. 
Loath from ſo ſweet a Manſion to depart. 


An. B. 
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But when, with Blood, and Paleneſs all o'erſpread, 
The pious Prince beheld young Lauſus dead; 1165 

He griev'd, he wept, the fight an Image brought 
Of his own filial Love; a ſadly pleaſing Thought. 
Then ſtretch'd his Hand to hold him up, and ſaid, 
Poor hapleſs Youth: what Praiſes can be paid 

To Love ſo great, to ſuch tranſcendent Store 1170 
Of early Worth, and ſure Preſage of more? 

Accept what e'er Æneas can afford, 

Untouch'd thy Arms, untaken be thy Sword: 

And all that pleas'd thee living (till remain 


Inviolate, and ſacred to the ſlain. 1175 
Thy Body on thy Parents I beſtow, | 

To reſt thy Soul, at leaſt if Shadows know, © 
Or have a ſenſe of human Things below. 


There to thy fellow Ghoſts with Glory tell, 

Twas by the great Aneas hand I fell. 1189 

With this his diſtant Friends he beckons near, 

Provokes their Duty, and prevents their Fear: 

Himſelf aſſiſts to lift him from the Ground, 

With clotted Locks, and Blood that well'd from out 

the Wound. | 

Mean time his Father, now no Father, ſtood, 1185 

And waſh'd his Wounds by Tyber's yellow Flood: 

Oppreſs'd with Anguiſn, panting, and o'erſpent, 

His fainting Limbs againſt an Oak he leant. 

A Bough his Brazen Helmet did ſuſtain, 

His heavier Arms lay ſcatter'd on the Plain, 1190 


711 V I RGIL's En. X. 

A choſen Train of Youth around him ſtand, 

His drooping Head was reſted on his Hand : 

His griſly Beard his penſive Boſom ſought, 

And all on Lauſus ran his reſtleſs thought. 

Careful, concern'd his Danger to prevent, 1197 

He much enquir'd, and many a Meſſage ſent 

To warn him from the Field: Alas! in vain, 

Behold his mournful Followers bear him ſlain: 

O'er his broad Shield ſtill guſh'd the yawning Wound, 

And drew a bloody Trail along the Ground. 1200 
Far off he heard their Cries, tar off divin'd 

The dire Event, with a foreboding Mind, 

With Dutt he ſprinkled firſt his hoary Head, 

Then both his lifted hands to Heav'n he ſpread; 

Laſt, the dear Corps embracing, thus he ſaid. 120 

W hat Joys, alas: cou'd this frail Being give, 

That I have been ſo covetous to live? 

To ſee my Son, and ſuch a Son, reſign 

His Life a Ranſom tor preſerving mine? 

And am I then preſery'd, and art thou loſt? 1219 

How much too dear has that Redemption coſt ! 

Tis now my bitter Baniſnment I feel; 

This is a Wound too deep for time to heal. 

My Guilt thy growing Virtues did defame; 

My Blacknefs blotted thy unblemiſh'd Name. 1215 

| Chas'd from a Throne, abandon'd, and exil'd 

For foul Miſdeeds, were Pyniſhments too mild; 


JLow'd my People theſe, and from their hate, 


And yet I live, and yet ſuſtain the fight _ 1220 


With pointed Jav'lins: On his Head he lace'd + 
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With leſs Reſentment cou'd have born my Fate. 


Of hated Men, and of more hated Light: | 
But will not long. With that he rais'd from Ground 
His fainting Limbs, that ſtagger'd with his Wound. - 
Yet with a Mind reſolv'd, and unappal'd 
With Pains or Perils, for his Courſer call'd: 1225 
Well mouth'd, well manag'd, whom himſelf did drefs, - 
With daily Care, and mounted with Succeſs; | ; 
His Aid in Arms, his Ornament in Peace. 

Soothing his Courage with a gentle Stroke, 
The Steed ſeem'd ſenſible, while thus he ſpoke. 1230 
O Rhebus we have liv'd too long for me, 
(If Life and Long were Terms that cou'd agree) 
This Day thou either ſhalt bring back the Head, 
And bloody Trophees of the Trojan dead: | 
This Day thou either ſhalt revenge my Woe 1235 
For murther'd Lauſus, on his cruel Foe ; 
Or if inexorable Fate deny 
Our Conqueſt, with thy conquer'd Maſter Fare 
For after ſuch a Lord, I reſt ſecure, 1239 
Thou wilt no foreign Reins, or Trajan Load endure. 
He ſaid: And ſtraight th' officious Courſer kneels 
To take his wonted Weight. His Hands he fills 


His glitt'ring Helm, which terribly was grace dd 


714 / E 8:01 © 
With waving Horſe-hair, nodding from afar; 1245 
Then ſpurr'd his thund'ring Steed amidſt the War. 
Love, Anguiſh, Wrath, and Grief, to Madneſs wrought, 
Deſpair, and ſecret Shame, and conſcious Thought 
Ot inborn Worth, his lab'ring Soul oppreſs'd, 
Rowl'd in his Eyes, and rag'd within his Breaſt. 1250 
Then loud he call'd Æncas thrice by Name, 
The loud repeated Voice to glad Aneas came. 
Great, Jove, he ſaid, and the far-ſhooting Gods 
Inſpire thy Mind to make thy Challenge good. 
He ſpoke no more, but haſten'd, void of Fear, 1255 
And threaten'd with his long protended Spear. 

To whom Mezentius thus. Thy Vaunts are vain, 
My Lauſus lies extended on the Plain; 
He's loſt! thy Conqueſt is already won, 


En. X. 


The wretched Sire is murther'd in the Son. 1260 
Nor Fate I fear, but all the Gods defy, 

Forbear thy Threats, my Bus'neſs is to dye; , 
But firſt receive this parting Legacy. 


He faid: And ftraight a whirling Dart he ſent : 
Another after, and another went. 1267 
Round in a ſpacious Ring he rides the Field, 

And vainly plies ch' impenetrable Shield : 8 
Thrice rode he round, and thrice. Aua wheel'd, 
Turn'd as he turn'd; the Golden Orb withſtood 

The Strokes, and bore about an Iron Wood. 1279 
Impatient of Delay, and weary grown, K. 
Still to defend, and to defend alone: 


+ 
g 0 ” 
* 7 x | 
; 4 = | 
* 7 
- — * * 
— * 
* * 


0 


1 


O 


Jy 


- . 
* = 
” 
o 
„ 
* 6 * 
* 
* 1 P 
. 
3s * 
4 - 
. 
. A. 
wy 
> * GAS 
PO . 
* „ 1 . 
* 
* 
N A 
— 
5 i » 
* 
28 
a. 3... 
> , . 
*% 51 #* — 
1 
* 20 
9 
4. 
2 
+ 
A * 
# . 
— bs 4 . 
— 
4 
33 
. 
= * 
* 88. Ls 
; «+ * e * 
"op = ＋ FT „ © ”— 
. « 


a; N 


* * r 


8 4 


>» <7. 
— * 
2 r 19% 
9 IA" — 


2 


2 
- 


S 
23 


* 


on 


” _ 
E 


8 


2 ** 


7 


an, 


A. 


= 
0 
ot 
T + 
” 
x 
* 
* 
* v, 
bo w 
CY. . 
* - 


* 
= . ke 


464K - . 


_ wy NK 
4 5 NN 
vw aY 


2 
* 
* =. I 
. „ 
- 
- 
% 
* 85 8 
. *y 
* 
8 . 
* 
* 
. * 0 . 
*& 
. 
ba. at 
: 
wy * 
* 
% N 
1 
9 0 
* BW 
\ f 
od 
$0 gu 
ES 
. * 
* 
* 
* 3 
4 
% . 
- g 0 
. 7 
© % + Wn 
2-0 By 
* 
- 
* 
1 
4 


- 
4 


— 
. 
* 
CY 
. 
% 
*4-, 
, 
* 


PT WEE eat wt LY z & 
* rp 3 a” 22. : 


* 


£ 5 


"ax 


a 


-% 


*- 


5 


* 4 ** 


a 1 
r EX ks 3 


* 


* 


* 


LO ne 


n 


A. 


3 


F< 
P——_ N * 32 


7 


, ACOG 


l 


— A ²˙  —_ — — 


fo. G | 
—— — — — — — — — — — — 
— 


— 


— —— ͤ— — 


I 


| 


- — 2 _ _ 


- ——_ ————— 
——— . EE IE —— T — ˙wüwJ1 — — 


| | | [ | n ml 
| : 
- Wn! 


0 


I 


6%, 


776% * = 2 


566 
* - 


„„ 


U 
why 


| fi, mo 
1. 1 4 l 
"1.4 _ 


"4 
Wy 
i 
f 


= 


cn” — W 6 9 1 l 


1 — 5 


8 — 


nee — 


TTITTITT ILL UE 


P =>  -— WD e— wo - 8 
— —— — 


— 


—_ 

—_ | 
Y — — 

: / ll | : 


WT -—_ 
>. „ 2785 
L y LAG . 
— . 
„ 5 „„ 
= LI — 


— 


— 2 


8 


IR 


—— 
— 


— — © ap 


4X 


„En. X. E N E IS. 715 
4 To wrench the Darts which in his Buckler light, 
Urg'd, and o' er- labour'd in unequal Fight: 
At length reſolv'd, he throws with all his Force, 1275 
Full at the Temples of the Warrior Horſe. 
Juſt where the Stroke was aim'd, th' unerring Spear 
Made way, and ſtood trans fix d thro' either Ear. 
Se zd with unwonted Pain, ſurpriz d with Fright, 
The wounded Steed curvets; and, rais'd upright, 1280 
i Lights on his Feet before: His Hoofs behind 
“p pring up in Air aloft, and Jaſh the Wind, 
n - Down comes the Rider headlong from his height, 
His Horſe came after with unweildy weight: 
And flound ring forward, pitching on his Head, 1287 
His Lord's incumber'd Shoulder overlaid. 
From either Hoaſt the mingl'd Shouts, and Cries, 
Of Trojans and Rutulians rend the Skies. 
Aineas haſFning, wav'd bis fatal Sword 


DF High o'er his Head, with this reproachful Word. 1 290 
2» No, where are now thy Vaunts, the fierce Diſdain 
e Of proud Meæzenrius, and the lofty Strain? 


IF Strugling, and wildly ſtaring on the Skies, 

_ With-ſcarce recover Sight, he thus replies. 

th ; | Why theſe inſulting Words, this waſte of Breath, p 
— To Souls undaunted, and ſecure of Death ? 1296. 1 
D Tis no Diſhonour for the Brave to dye, | 
Nor came I here with hope of Victory: 

== Nor ask I Life, nor fought with that deſign, 4 

__ | had w'd my Fortune, uſe thoy chinese. 1 
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My dying Son contracted no ſuch Band; 
The Gift is hateful from his Murd'rer's hand. 


For this, this only Favour let me ſue, 


(If Pity can to conquer'd Foes be due) 

Refuſe it not: But ler my Body have, 1307 
The laſt Retreat of Human Kind, a Grave. 

Too well I know th' inſulting People's Hate; 


Protect me from their Vengeance after Fate: 


This Refuge for my poor Remains provide, | 
And lay my much lov'd Lauſus by my fide: 1310 
He ſaid, and to the Sword his Throat apply'd. 

The Crimſon Stream diſtain'd his Arms around, 

And the diſdainful Soul came ruſhing thro' the Wound. 
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The ARGUMENT. 
Eneas eres a Trophy of the Spoils of Mezentius; grants 


a Truce for burying the dead; and fends home the 
Body of Pallas with great Solemnity. Latinus calls a 


Council to propoſe offers of Peace to Muneas, which oc- 


caſions great Animoſity. berwixt Turnus and Drances : 


In the mean time there is a ſharp Engagement of the, 
Horſe z wherein Camilla ſgualizes ber ſelf; it filPd - 
And the Latine Troops are entirely defeated.” | 


uce had the roſie Morning rais'd her 
Head 1 Light Wau 
Above the Waves, and left her wat' ry 
= Bcd; 1. bi N 
The Pious Chief, whom double Cares 


attend 7 | 
For his unbury'd Souldiers, and his Friend: - - 4 
Yet firſt to Heav'n perform'd a Victor's Vo- ”“õ ' F- 
He bar'd an ancient Oak of all her Boughs: 1 
Then on a riſing Ground the Trunk he plac'd ; 
Which with the Spoils of his dead Foe he grac'd. 
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The Coat of Arms by proud Mezentins worn, 

Now on a naked Snag in Triumph born, 10 
Was hung on high; and glitter'd from afar: 

A Trophy ſacred to the God of War. 

Above his Arms, fix d on the leafleſs Wood, 
Appear'd his Plumy Creſt, beſmear'd with Blood; 
His brazen Buckler on the left was ſeen; WE: 5 
Trunchions of ſhiver'd Lances hung between : 

And on the right was plac'd bis Corſlet, bord; 

And to the Neck was ty'd his unavailing Sword. 

A Crowd of Chiefs incloſe the Godlike Man: 

Who thus, conſpicuous in the midſt, began. 20 
Our Tolls, my Friends, are crown'd with ſure Succeſs : 
The greater Part perform'd, atchieve the leſs. 

Now follow chearful to the trembling Town; 

Preſs but an Entrance, and preſume it won. 

Fear is no more: For fierce Mezentins lies, 25 
As the firſt Fruits of War, a Sacrifice. | 
Turnus ſhall fall extended on the Plain; 

And in this Omen is already flain. 

Prepar'd in Arms purſue your happy Chance; 


That none unwarn'd may plead his Ignorance: 39 

And I, at Heav'n's appointed Hour, may find 10 
Your warlike Enſigns waving in the Wind. 6 
Mean time the Rites and Fun'ral Pomps prepare, - 8 V 
Due te your dead Companions of the War: 81 
Tke laſt Reſpect the living can beſtow, 35 "T 


To ſhield their Shadows from Contempt below. 


An. XI. E NE IS. 719 
That conquer'd Earth be theirs for which they fought; 
And which for us with their own Blood they bought. 
But firſt the Corps of our unhappy Friend, 
To the ſad City of Evander ſend: 49 
Who not inglorious in his Ages bloom 
Was hurry'd hence by too ſevere a Doom. 
Thus, weeping while he ſpoke, he took his W ay, 
Where, new in Death, lamented Pallas lay : 
Acates watch'd the Corps; whoſe Youth deſerv'd 45 
The Father's Truſt, and now the Son he ſerv'd 
With equal Faith, but leſs auſpicious Care: 
Th' Attendants of the ſlain, his Sorrow ſhare. 
A Troop of Trojans mix'd with theſe appear, 
And mourning Matrons with diſhevell'd Hair. 50 
Soon as the Prince appears, they raiſe a Cry; 
All beat their Breaſts, and Echoes rend the Sky. 
They rear his drooping Forehead from the Ground; 
But when Aneas view'd the griſly Wound | 
Which Pallas in his Manly Boſom bore, = ſo 
And the fair Fleſh diſtain'd with Purple Gore : 
Firſt, melting into Tears, the pious Man 
Deplor'd fo ſad a fight, then thus began. 
Unhappy Youth ! When Fortune gave the reſt 

Of my full Wiſhes, ſhe refus'd the beſt! :... 69 
She came; but brought not thee along; to bleſs 
My longing Eyes, and ſhare in my Succeſs: 

She grudg'd thy ſafe Return the Triumphs due ; 

To proſp'rous Valour, in the publick View. 
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Not thus I promis'd, when thy Father lent 65 
Thy needleſs Succour with a ſad Conſent ; 

Embrac'd me parting for th' Etrurian Land, 

And ſcnt me to poſſeſs a large Command. 

He warn'd, and from his own Experience told, 

Our Foes were warlike, diſciplin'd, and bold: Fo 
And now perhaps, in hopes of thy return, 

Rich Odours on his loaded Altars burn; 

While we, with vain officious Pomp, prepare 

To ſend him back his Portion of the War; 

A bloody breathleſs Body: which can owe 77 
No farther Debt, but to the Pow'rs below. 

The wretched Father, e'er his Race is run, 

Shall view the Fun'ral Honours of his Son. 

Theſe are my Triumphs of the Latian War; 

Fruits of my plighted Faith, and boaſted Care. 85 
And yer, unhappy Sire, thou ſhalt not fec 

A Son, whoſe Death diſgrac'd his Anceſtry : 

Thou ſhalt not bluſh, old Man, however griev'd: 
Thy Pallas no diſhoneſt Wound receiv'd. 

He dy'd no Death to make thee with, too late, 87 
Thou hadſt not liv'd to ſee his ſhameful Fate: 

But what a Champion has th” Auſonian Coaſt, 

And what a Friend haſt thou, Aſcanius, loſt! 

Thus having mourn'd, he gave the Word around, 
To raiſe the breathleſs Body from the Ground; 98 
And chofe a thouſand Horſe, the flow'r of all 
His warlike Troops, to wait the Funeral: 


Jy 


2 


* 


En. XI. E NE I S. 721 


To bear him back, and ſhare Evander's Grief; 

(A well becoming, but a weak Relief) 

Of Oaken T wigs they twiſt an cafie Bier; 957 
Then on their Shoulders the ſad Burden rear. 

The Body on this Rural Herſe is born, 

Strewd Leaves and Funeral Greens the Bier adorn. 
All pale he lies, and looks a lovely Flow'r, 

New cropt by Virgin Hands, to dreſs the Bow'r; 100 
Unfaded yet, but yet unfed below, 

No more to Mother Earth or the green Stem ſhall owe 
The two fair Veſts, of wond'rous Work and Coſt, 
Of Purple woven, and with Gold emboſs'd, 

For Ornament the Trojan Heroe brought, 105 
Which with her Hands Sidontian Dido wrought. 

One Veſt array'd the Corps, and one they ſpread 
O' er his clos'd Eyes, and wrap'd around his Head: 
That when the yellow Hair in Flame ſhow'd fall, 

The catching Fire might burn the Golden Caul. 1 x5 
Beſides, the Spoils of Foes in Battel flain, 

When he defcended on the Latian Plain: 

Arms, Trappings, Horſes, by the Herſe are led 

In long Array, (th* Atchievments of the Dead.) 

Then, pinion'd with their Hands behind, appear 117 
Th' unhappy Captives, marching in the Rear: 
Appointed Off rings in the Victor's Name, 

To ſprinkle with their Blood, the Fun'ral Flame. 
Inferior Trophees by the Chiefs are born | 
Gantlets and Helms, their loaded Hands adorn: 126 
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And fair Ancien fix'd, and Titles read, 
Of Latian Leaders conquer'd by the Dead. 

Acetes on his Pupil's Corps attends, 
With feeble Steps; ſupported by his Friends: 
Pauſing at every Pace; in Sorrow drown'd, 127 
Betwixt their Arms he ſinks upon the Ground. 
Where grov'ling, while he lies in deep Deſpair, 
He beats his Breaſt, and rends his hoary Hair. 
The Champion's Chariot next is ſeen to rowl, 
Beſmear'd with hoſtile Blood, and honourably foul. 
To cloſe the Pomp, hor, the Steed of State, 131 
Is Ied, the Fun'rals of his Lord to wait. 
Stripp'd of his Trappings, with a ſullen Pace 
He walks, and the big Tearsrun rowling down his Face. 
The Lance of Pallas, and the Crimſon Creſt, I35 
Are born bchind ; the Victor ſeiz'd the reſt. 
The March begins: The Trumpets hoarſly ſound, 
The Pikes and Lances trail along the Ground. 
Thus while the Trojan and Arcadian Horſe, 
To Pallantean Tow'rs direct their Courſe, 140 
In long Proceſſion rank d the Pious Chief 
Stop'd in the Rear, and gave a vent to Grief. 
The publick Care, he ſaid, which War attends 
Diverts our preſent Woes, at leaſt ſuſpends : 
Peace with the Manes of great Pallas dwell 147 
Hail holy Relicks, and a laſt farewel! 
He ſaid no more, but inly though he mourn 'd, 
Reſtrain'd his Tears, and to the Camp return d. 
| | Now 
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Now Suppliants, from Laurentum ſent, demand 


A Truce, with Olive Branches in their hand. 150 


Obteſt his Clemency, and from the Plain 

Beg leave to draw the Bodies of their ſlain. 

They plead, that none thoſe common Rites deny 

To conquer'd Foes, that in fair Battel dye. 

All cauſe of Hate was ended in their Death; 157 

Nor cou'd he War with Bodies void of Breath. 

A King, they hop'd, wou'd hear a King's Requeſt: 

Whoſe Son he once was call'd, and once his Gueſt. 
Their Suit, which was too juſt to be deny'd, 

The Heroe grants, and farther thus reply'd: 160 

O Latian Princes, how ſevere a Fate 

In cauſeleſs Quarrels has involv'd your State! 

And arm'd againſt an unoffending Man, 

Who ſought your Friendſhip e' er the War began! 

You beg a Truce, which I wou'd gladly give, 165 

Not only for the ſlain, but thoſe who live. 

I came not hether but by Heav'n's Command, 

And ſent by Fate to ſhare the Letian Land. 

Nor wage I Wars unjuſt; your King deny'd 

My proffer'd Friendſhip, and my promis'd Bride. 170 

Left me for Turnus; Turnus then ſhould try 

His Cauſe in Arms, to Conquer or to Dye. 

My Right and his are in difpute: The flain 

Fell without Fault, our Quarrel to maintain. 

In equal Arms let us alone contend; 175 

And let him vanquiſh, whom his Fates befriend. 
VoI. III. B b b 
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This is the way, ſo tell him, to poſſeſs 

The Royal Virgin, and reſtore the Peace. 

Bear this my Meſſage back; with ample leave 
That your ſlain Friends may Fun'ral Rights receive. 

Thus having ſaid, th* Embaſſadors amaz'd, IST 
Stood mute a while, and on each other gaz'd : 
Drances, their Chief, who harbour'd in his Breaſt 
Long hate to Turnus, as his Foe profeſs'd, 

Broke ſilence firſt, and to the Godlike Man, 185 
With graceful action bowing, thus began. 

Auſpicious Prince, in Arms a mighty Name, 

But yet whoſe Actions far tranſcend your Fame; 
Wou'd I your Juſtice or your Force expreſs, 

Thought can but equal; and all Words are leſs: 195 
Your Anſwer we ſhall thankfully relate, 

And Favours granted to the Latian State: 

If wiſh'd Succeſs our Labour ſhall attend, 

Think Peace concluded, and the King your Friend : 
Let Turnus leave the Realm to your Command; 195 
And ſeek Alliance in ſome other Land-: 

Build you the City which your Fates aſſign; 

We ſhall be proud in the great Work to join. 

Thus Drauces; and his Words ſo well perſwade 
The reſt impower'd, that ſoon a Truce is made. 200 
Twelve days the term allow'd: Ard during thoſe, 
| Latians and T79ans, now no longer Foes, | 
Mix'd in the Woods, for Fun'ral Piles prepare, 

To fell the Timber, and forget the War. 
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Loud Axes thro the groaning Groves reſound : 20 7 
Oak, Mountain Aſh, and Poplar, ſpread the Ground: 

Firrs fall from high: and ſome the Trunks receive, 

In Loaden Wains, with Wedges ſome they cleave. 


And now the fatal News, by Fame is blown 

— WM Thro? the ſhort Circuit of th' Arcadian Town, 210 
— Of Pallas ſlain: By Fame, which juſt before 

His Triumphs on diſtended Pinions bore. 


LRuſhing from out the Gate, the People ſtand, 
Each with a Fun ral Flambeau in his hand : 
Wildly they ſtare, diſtracted with amaze: 214 
The Ficlds are lighten'd with a fiery blaze, 

That caſt a ſullen Splendor on their Friends, 

* (The marching Troop which their dead Prince attends.) 
Both Parties meet: They raiſe a doleful Cry: 
The Matronsfrom the Walls with ſhrieks reply; ob 
And their mix'd mourning rends the vaulted Sky. 

The Town is filbd with Tumult and with Tears; 

Till the loud Clamours reach Evander's Ears: 

Forgetful of his State, he runs along, 

With a diſorder'd pace, and cleaves the Throng: 227 
Falls on the Corps, and groaning there he lies, 
With filent Grief that ſpeaks but at his Eyes: 

Short Sighs and Sobs ſucceed; till Sorrow breaks 

A paſſage, and at once he weeps and ſpeaks. ; 
O Pallas! thou haſt fail'd thy plighted Word! 230 

To fight with ene not to n the Sword : 


Ws, 


: — 
4” 


„ 4% js wt Pls 


*. 
. T7 
_ 


\ 1 
a * 
pet 
_ 
* 


8 WD 


Bbb & 5] 


726 VIRGIL: An: XI. 
I warn'd thee, but in vain; for well I knew 
What Perils youthful Ard6ur wou'd purſue: 

That boiling Blood wou'd carry thee too far; 
Young as thou wert in Dangers, raw to War! 235 
O curſt Eſſay of Arms, diſaſtrous Doom, 
Prelude of bloody Fields, and Fights to come 
Hard Elements of unauſpicious War, 

Vain Vows to Heav'n, and unavailing Care! 
Thrice happy thou, dear Partner of my Bed, 240 
Whole holy Soul the Stroke of Fortune fled: 
Præſcious of Ills, and leaving me behind, 

To drink the dregs of Life by Fate aſſign'd. 
Beyond the Goal of Nature I have gon; 
My Pallas late fate out, but reach'd too ſoon. 247 
If, for my League againſt th' Auſonian State, 
Amidſt their Weapons I had found my Fate, 
(Deſerv'd from them,) then I had been return'd 
A breathleſs Victor, and my Son had mourn'd. 
Yet will I not my Trojan Friend upbraid, 250 
Nor grudge th' Alliance I ſo gladly made. 

Twas not his Fault my Pallas fell ſo young, 

But my own Crime for having liv'd too long. 
Yet, ſince the Gods had deſtin'd him to dye, 

At leaft he led the way to Victory: 

Firſt for his Friends he won the fatal Shore, 
And ſent whole Herds of ſlaughter'd Foes before: 
A Death too great, too glorious to deplore, 
Nor will I add new Honours to thy Grave e 
Content with thoſe the Trajan Heroe gave. 260 The 
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That Funeral Pomp thy Phrygian Friends defign'd ; 

In which the Tuſcan Chiefs, and Army join'd : 

Great Spoils, and Trophees gain'd by thee, they bear: 

Then let thy own Atchievments be thy ſhare. 

Even thou, O Turnus, hadſt a Trophy ſtood, 265 

Whoſe mighty Trunk had better grac'd the Wood, 

If Pallas had arriv*d, with equal length 

Of Years, to match thy Bulk with equal Strength. 

But why, unhappy Man, doſt thou detain 

Theſe Troops, to view the Tears thou ſhedſt in vain! 

Go, Friends, this Meſfage to your Lord relate; 271 

Tell him, that if I bear my bitter Fate, 

And after Pallas Death, live ling'ring on, 

Tis to behold his Vengeance for my Son. 

I ſtay for Turms; whoſe devoted Head 277 

Is owing to the living and the dead: 

My Son and I expect it from his Hand; 

Tis all that he can give, or we demand, 

Joy is no more: But I would gladly go, 

To greet my Pallas with ſuch News below. 289 
The Morn had now diſpell'd the Shades of Night; 

Reſtoring Toils, when ſhe reſtor'd the Light: 

The Trojan King, and Tuſcan Chief, command 

To raiſe the Piles, along the winding Strand : 284 

Their Friends convey the dead to Fur'ral Fires; | 

Black ſmould'ring Smoke from the green Wood | 
Expires z | 

The Light of Heay'n is choak'd, and the new Day 


retires. 
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Then thrice around the kindled Piles they go: 

(For ancient Cuſtom had ordain'd it ſo) | 

Thrice Horſe and Foot about the Fires are led, 290 

And thrice with loud Laments they hail the dead, 

Tears trickling down their Breaſts bedew the Ground; 

And Drums and 'Trumpets mix their mournful Sound. 

Amid the Blaze, their pious Brethren throw 

The Spoils, in Battel taken from the Foe: 295 

Helms, Bitts emboſs'd, and Swords of ſhining Steel, 

One caſts a Target, one a Chariot Wheel: 

Some to their Fellows their own Arms reſtore; 

The Fauchions which in luckleſs Fight they bore: 

Their Bucklers pierc'd, their Darts beſtow'd in vain, 

And ſhiver'd Lances gather'd from the Plain, | 3ot 

Whole Herd of offer'd Bulls about the Fire, 

And briſtled Boars, and wooly Sheep expire. 

Around the Piles a careful 'Troop attends, Friends. 

To watch the waſting Flames, and weep their burning 

Ling'ring along the Shore, till dewy Night 306 

New decks the Face of Heay'n with: ſtarry Light. 
The conquer'd Latians, with like Pious Care, 

Piles without Number for their Dead prepare; 

Part, in the Places where they fell, are laid; 310 

And part are to the neighb'ring Fields convey'd. 

The Corps of Kings, and Captains of Renown, 

Born off in State, are bury'd in the Town: 

The reſt unhonour'd, and without a Name, 

Are caſt a common heap to feed the Flame. 315 
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Trojans and Latians vie with like deſires: 

To make the Field of Battel ſhine with Fires : c 
And the promiſcuous Blaze to Heav'n aſpires. 

Now had the Morning thrice renew'd the Light, 
And thrice diſpell'd the Shadows of the Night; 320 
When thoſe who round the waſted Fires remain, 
Perform the laſt ſad Office to the ſlain: 

They rake the yet warm Aſhes, from below; 
Theſe, and the Bones unburn'd, in Earth beſtow : - 
Theſe Relicks with their Country Rites they grace 
And raiſe a mount of Turf to mark the place. 326 
But in the Palace of the King, appears 

A Scene more ſolemn, and a Pomp of Tears. 

Maids, Matrons, Widows, mix their common Moans : 
Orphans their Sires, and Sires lament their Sons. 330 
All in that Univerſal Sorrow ſhare, 

And curſe the Cauſe of this unhappy War. 

A broken League, a Bride unjuſtly ſought, | 

A Crown ufurp'd, which with their Blood is bought! 
Theſe are the Crimes, with which they load the Name 
Of Turnus, and on him alone exclaim. 336 
Let him, who lords it o'er'th' Auſonian Land, 

Engage the Trojan Heroe hand to hand: 

His is the Gain, our Lot is but to ſerve: 

Tis juſt, the ſway he ſeeks, he ſhou'd deſerve. 340 
This Drances aggravates z and adds, with ſpight, 

His Foe expects, and dares him to the Fight. 


—— 
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Nor Turnus wants a Party to ſupport 
His Cauſe and Credit, in the Latian Court. 

His former Acts ſecure his preſent Fame; 345 
And the Queen ſhades him with her mighty Name. 

While thus their factious Minds with fury burn 

The Legats from th' Zolian Prince return: 

Sad News they bring, that after all the Coſt, 

And Care employ'd, their Embaſly is loſt: 350 

That Diomede refus'd his Aid in War; 

Unmoy'd with Preſents, and as deaf to Pray'r. 

Some new Alliance muſt elſewhere be ſought; 

| | b Or Peace with Troy on hard Conditions bought, | 
i Latinus, ſunk in Sorrow, finds too late, 35f 

A Foreign Son is pointed out by Fate: | 

And till Zneas ſhall Lavinia wed, 

The wrath of Heay'n is hov'ring o'er his Head, 

The Gods, he ſaw, eſpous'd the juſter fide, : 
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When late their Titles in the Field were try'd; 360 

Witneſs the freſh Laments, and Fun'ral Tears undry'd. 
Thus, full of anxious Thought, he ſummons all 

The Latian Senate to the Council Hall: 

The Princes come, commanded by their Head, 

And crowd the Paths that to the Palace lead. 365 

Supream in Pow'r, and reverenc'd for his Years, 

He takes the Throne, and in the midſt appears; 

Majeftically | ſad, he fits in State, 

And bids his Envoys their Succeſs relate, 
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When Venulus began, the murmuring Sound 370 
Was huſh'd, and ſacred Silence reign'd around. 

We have, ſaid he, perform'd your high Command; 
And paſs'd with Peril a long Tract of Land: 

We reach'd the Place deſir'd, with Wonder fill'd, ' 


The Grecian Tents, and riſing Tow'rs beheld. 375 


Great Diomede has compaſs'd round with Walls 

The City, which Argyripa he calls; 

From his own Argos nam'd: We touch'd, with Jay, 
The Royal Hand that raz'd unhappy Troy. 

When introduc'd, our Preſents firſt we bring, 38g 
Then crave an inſtant Audience from the King: 

His Leave obtain'd, our Native Soil we name; 

And tell th* important Cauſe for which we came, 
Attentively he heard us, while we ſpoke; 

Then, with ſoft Accents, and a pleaſing Look, 387 
Made this return. Auſonian Race, of old 

Benown'd for Peace, and for an Age of Gold, 

W hat Madneſs has your alter'd Minds poſleſs'd, 

To change for War hereditary Reſt? 


Sollicit Arms unknown, and tempt the Sword, 390 


(A needleſs Ill your Anceſtors abhorr'd? ) 

We; (for my ſelf I ſpeak, and all the Name 
Of Grecians, who to Troy's Deſtruction came) 
Omitting thoſe who were in Battel ſlain, 


Or born by rowling Simois to the Main: ; / 


Not orie but ſuffer'd, and too dearly bought 


The Prize of Honour which in Arms he ſought, 92 
I, 
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Some doom'd to Death, and ſome in Exile driv'n, 
Out- caſts, abandon'd by the Care of Heav'n: 

So worn, ſo wretched, fo deſpis'd a Crew, 400 
As ev'n old Priam might with Pity view. 

Witneſs the Veſſels by Minerva tofs'd 
In Storms, the vengeful Caphareay' Coaſt ; 

Th' Eubean Rocks! The Prince, whoſe Brother led 
Our Armies to revenge his injur'd Bed, 405 
In Egypt loſt; Ulyſes, with his Men, 

Have ſeen Charibdis, and the Cyclops Den: 

Why ſhou'd I name Idomeneus, in vain 'Y 
Reſtor'd to Scepters, and expell'd again? c 
Or young Achilles by his Rival ſlain? 410 4 
Ev'n he, the King of Men, the foremoſt Name 

Of all the Greeks, and moſt renown'd by Fame, 

Fhe proud Revenger of another's Wife, N 

Yet by his own Adult'reſs loft his Life: 

Fell at his Threſhold, and the Spoils of Troy, 417 
The foul Polluters of his Bed enjoy. 
The Gods have envy'd me the ſweets of Life, 
My much lov'd Country, and my more lov'd Wife: 
Baniſh'd from both, T mourn; while in the Sk _ 
Transform'd to Birds, my loſt Companions fly: 420 
Hov'ring about the Coaſts they make their Moan; 
And cuff the Cliffs with Pinions not their own. 
What ſqualid Spectres, in the dead of Night, 
Break my ſhort Sleep, and skim before my Sight! 
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I might have promis d to my ſelf thoſe Harms, 425 
Mad as I was, when I with Mortal Arms 
Preſum'd againſt Immortal Pow'rs to move; 
And violate with Wounds the Queen of Love. 
Such Arms, this Hand ſhall never more employ ; 
No Hate remains with me to ruin'd Troy. 439 
I war not with its Duſt; nor am I glad 
y To think of paſt Events, or good or bad. 
Your Preſents I return: What &er you bring 
To buy my Friendſhip, ſend the Trojan King. 
y We met in fight, I know him to my Coſt; 435 
With what a whirling force his Lance he toſs'd: 
J Heav*ns what a ſpring was in his Arm, to throw : | 
How high he held his Shield, and roſe at ev'ry blow! | 
Had Troy produc'd two more, his Match in Mighy 
They would have chang'd the Fortune of the Fight: 440 
Th' Invaſion of the Greeks had been return'd: 
7 Our Empire waſted, and our Cities burn'd. 
The long Defence the Trojan People made, 
The War protracted, and the Siege delay'd, | 
Were due to Hefor's and this Heroe's hand: 445 \Þ} 
Both brave alike, and equal in Command; | 
0 Aneas not inferior in the Field, | 
In pious reverence to the Gods excell'd. 
Make peace, ye Latians, and avoid with Care 
Th' impending Dangers of a fatal War. 450 
He ſaid no more; but with this cold Excuſe, : 
Refus'd th' Alliance, and advis'd a Truce. 
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Thus Venulus concluded his Report. | 

A Jarring Murmur fill'd the fa&ious Court: : 

As when a Torrent rowls with rapid force, 457 

And daſhes o'er the Stones that ſtop the Courſe, - 

The Flood, conſtrain'd within a ſcanty ſpace, 

Roars horrible along th' uneaſie race: 

White foam in gath' ring Eddies floats around: | 

The rocky Shores rebellow to the ſound. 480 
The Murmur ceas'd: Then from his lofty Throne 

The King invok'd the Gods, and thus begun. 

I wiſh, ye L2tins, what we now debate 

Had been reſolv'd before it was too late: 

Much better had it been for you and me, 465 

Unforc'd by this our laſt Neceſſity, 

To have been earlier wiſe; than now to call 

A Council, when the Foe ſurrounds the Wall. 

O Citizens! we wage unequal War, 

With Men, not only Heav'n's peculiar Care, 470 - 

Bur Heav'n's own Race: Unconquer'd in the Field, 

Or Conquer'd, yet unknowing how to yield. 

What Hopes you had in Diomede, lay down: 

Our Hopes muſt center on our ſelves alone. 

Yet thoſe how feeble, and, indeed, how vain, 477 

You ſee too well; nor need my Words explain. 

Vanquiſh'd without reſſource; laid flat by Fate, 

Factions within, a Foe without the Gate; 

Not but I grant, that all perform'd their parts, 

With manly Force, and with undaunted Hearts: 489 
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With our united Strength the War we wag'd; 

With equal Numbers, equal Arms engag'd: . 

You fee th' Event Now hear what I propoſe, 
To fave our Friends, and ſatisfie our Foes : 

A Tract of Land the Latins have poſleſs'd 48 
Along the Tyber, ſtretching to the Weſt, 

Which now Rutulians and Auruncans till: | 
And their mix'd Cattle graze the fruitful Hill; 

Thoſe een fill'd with Firrs, that lower Land, 
If you confent, the Trajan ſhall Command. 490 
Call'd into part of what is ours; and there, 

On terms agreed, the common Country ſhare. 

There let em build, and ſettle if they pleaſe ; 

Unleſs they chuſe once more to croſs the Seas, 

In ſearch of Seats remote of Traly 407 
And from unwelcome Inmates ſet us free. 

Then twice ten Gallies let us build with Speed, 

Or twice as many more, if more they need; 

Materials are at hand: A well- grown Wood 

Runs equal with the Margin of the Flood: roc 
Let them the Number, and the Form aſſign; 
The Care and Coſt of all the Stores be mine. 

To treat the Peace, a hundred Senators 


Shall be commiſſion'd hence with ample Pow'rs; 504 
With Olive crown'd: The Preſents they ſhall bear, 


{ 


A Purple Robe, a Royal Iy'ry Chair; 
And all the marks of Sway that Lazian Monarchs wear; 


' 
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And Sums of Gold. Among your ſelves debate 
This great Affair, and fave the ſinking State. 

Then Drances took the word; who grudg'd, long ſince, 
The riſing Glories of the Daunian Prince. fil 
Factious and rich, bold at the Council Board, 

But cautious in the Field, he ſhur'd the Sword; 8 
A cloſs Caballer, and Tongue - valiant Lord. 

Noble his Mother was, and near the Throne, 515 
But what his Father's Parentage, unknown. 

He roſe, and took th* Adyantage of the Times, 

To load young Tirnus with invidious Crimes. 

Such Truths, O King, faid he, your Words contain, 
As ſtrike the Senſe, and all Replies are vain. $20 
Nor are your Loyal Subjects now to ſeek 
What common Needs require; but fear to ſpeak. 

Let him give leave of Speech, that haughty Man, 

W hoſe Pride this unauſpicious War began: 

For whoſe Ambition (let me dare to ſay, 727 
Fear ſet apart, though Death is in my Way) 

The Plains of Latium run with Blood around; 

So many Valiant Heroes bite the Ground: 

Dejected Grief in ev'ry Face appears; 

A Toyn in Mourning, and a Land in Tears. 539 
While he th' undoubred Author of our Harms, 

The Man who menaces the Gods with Arms, 

Yet, aftcr all his Boaſts, forſook the Fight, 

And ſought his ſafety in ignoble Flight. 
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Now, beſt of Kings, ſince you propoſe to ſend 

Such bounteous Preſents to your Trojan Friend; 536 

Add yet a greater at our joint Requeſt, | 

One which he values more than all the reſt; 

Give him the fair Lavinia for his Bride: 

With that Alliance let the League be ty'd: 54 + 

And for the bleeding Land a laſting Peace provide. 2 

Let Infolence no longer awe the Throne, 

But with a Father's Right beſtow your own. 

For this Maligner of the general Good, 

If ſtill we fear his Force, he muſt be woo'd : 74 

His haughty Godhead we with Pray'rs implore, 

Your Scepter to releaſe, and our juſt Rights reſtore. 

O curſed Cauſe of all our Ills, muſt we 

Wage Wars unjuſt, and fall in Fight for thee! 

What right haſt thou to rule the Latian State, yoo 

And ſend us out to meet our certain Fate? 

Tis a deſtructive War; from Turnus Hand 

Our Peace and publick Safety we demand. 

Let the fair Bride to the brave Chief remain; 

If not, the Peace without the Pledge is vain. SF 

Turnus, I know you think me not your Friend, 

Nor will I much with your Belief contend : 

I beg your Greatneſs not to give the Law 

In other Realms, but, beaten, to withdraw. 

Pity your own, or pity our Eſtate; 569 

Nor twiſt our Fortunes with your ſinking Fate. 
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Your Intereſt is the War ſhou'd never ceaſe; 

But we have felt enough, to wiſh the Peace: 

A Land exhauſted to the laſt remains, 

| Depopulated Towns, and driven Plains. 765 
Yet, it deſire of Fame, and thirſt of Pow'r, 

A Beauteous Princeſs, with a Crown in Dow'r, 

So fire your Mind, in Arms aſſert your Right; 

And meet your Foe, who dares you to the Fight. 
Mankind, it ſeems, is made for you alone; F570 
We, but the Slaves who mount you to the Throne: 
A baſe ignoble Crowd, without a Name, 

Unwept, unworthy of the Fun ral Flame: 

By Duty bound to forfeit each his Life, 

That Turnus may poſſeſs a Royal Wife. S75 
Permit not, Mighty Man, ſo mean a Crew 

Shou'd ſhare ſuch Triumphs; and detain from you 
The Poſt of Honour, your undoubted Due: 

Rather alone your matchleſs Force employ ; 

To merit, what alone you mult enjoy. 580 
| Theſe Words, ſo full of Malice, mix'd with Art, 
Inflam'd with Rage the youthful Hero's Heart. 

Then groaning from the bottom of his Breaſt, 

He heav'd for Wind, and thus his Wrath expreſs'd. 
You, Drances, never want a Stream of Words, 5785 
Then, when the Publick Need requires our Swords. 
Firſt in the Council-hall to ſteer the State; 

And ever foremoſt in a Tongue debate. 
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While our ſtrong Walls ſecure us from the Foe, 

E'er yet with Blood our Ditches overflow: oo 
But let the potent Orator declaim, 

And with the brand of Coward blot my Name; 

Free leave is giv'n him, when his fatal Hand 

Has cover'd with more Corps the ſanguine Strand; 8 
And high as mine his tow'ring Trophies ſtand. 59 
If any Doubt remains who dares the moſt, 

Let us decide it at the Trojans coſt : 

And iſſue both abreſt, where Honour calls; 

Foes are not far to ſeek without the Walls. 

Unleſs his noiſie Tongue can only fight 600 
And Feet were giv'n him but to ſpeed his Flight. 

I beaten from the Field? I forc'd away ? 

Who, but ſo known a Daſtard, dares to ſay? 

Had he but ev'n beheld the Fight, his Eyes 

Had witnefs'd for me what his Tongue denies: Go 
What heaps of Trojans by this Hand were lain, 

And how the bloody Tyber ſwell'd the Main. 

All aw, but he, th' Arcadian Troops retire, 

In ſcatter*d Squadrons, and their Prince expire. 

The Giant Brothers, in their Camp have found, 610 
I was not forc'd with caſe to quit my Ground. 

Not ſuch the Trojans try'd me, when inclos'd, 

I ſingly their united Arms oppos'd : 

Firſt forc'd an Entrance through their thick Array; 


Then, glutted with their Slaughter, freed my Way. 
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Tis a deſtructive War? So let it be, 616 Tha 
But to the Phrygian Pirate, and to the. Wh 
| Mean time proceed to fill the People's Ears Wh 
With falſe Reports, their Minds with panick Fears: To! 
Extol the Strength of a twice conquer d Race, 629 But 
Our Foes encourage, and our Friends debaſe. If oi 
Believe thy Fables, and the Trojan Town If th 
Triumphant ſtands, the Grecians are o 'erthrown : And 
Suppliant at Hector's Feet Acbilles lyes 'The 
And Diomede from fierce Aineas flies. 625 Wit 
Say rapid Aufidus with awful Dread Wh 
Runs backward from the Sea, and hides his Head, And 
When the Great Trojan on his Bank appears: a Goo 
For that's as true as thy diſſembl'd Fears | App 
Of my Revenge: Diſmiſs that Vanity, 630 Som 
Thou, Drances, art below a Death from me. The! 
Let that vile Soul in that vile Body reſt; If D 
The Lodging is well worthy of the Gueſt. The 
Now, Royal Father, to the preſent ſtate Tolu, 
Of our Affairs, and of this high Debate; 635 TH 
Tf in your Arms thus early you diffide, Nor 
And think your Fortune is already try'd; | You 
If one Defeat has brought us down fo low Abo 
As never more in Fields to meet the Foe; Con 
Then I conclude for Peace: Tis time to treat, 640 And 
And lye like Vaſſals at the Victor's Feet. Wit 
But oh, if any ancient Blood remains, Yet 


One drop of all our Father's in our Veins z And 
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That Man would I prefer before the reſt, 
Who dar'd his Death with an undaunted Breaſt; 645 
Who comely fell, by no diſhoneſt Wound, 
To ſhun that fight; and dying gnaw'd the Ground. 
But if we {till have freſh Recruits in ſtore, 
If our Confederates can afford us more; 
If the contended Field we bravely fought; 650 
And not a bloodleſs Victory was bought: 
Their Loſſes equall'd ours, and for their ſlain, 
With equal Fires they fill'd the ſhining Plain; 
Why thus unforc'd ſhou'd we fo tamely yield; 
And &er the Trumpet ſounds, reſign the Field? 6y5 
Good unexpected, Exils unforeſeen, 
Appears by Turns, as Fortune ſhitts the Scene: 
Some, rais'd aloft, come tumbling down amain 
Then fall ſo hard, they bound and riſe again. 
If Diomode refuſe his Aid to lend, 660 
The great Maſſapus yet remains our Friend: 
Tolumnivs, who foretels Events, is ours; 
TH Italian Chiefs, and Princes, join their Pow'rs: 
Nor leaſt in Number, nor in Name the laſt, 
Your own brave Subjects have your Cauſe embrac d. 
Above the reſt, the Volſcian Amazon 666 
Contains an Army in her ſelf alone: 
And heads a Squadron, terrible to ſight, 
With glitr'ring Shields, in Brazen Armour bright. 
Yet if the Foe a ſingle Fight demand, 672. 
And I alone the Publick Peace withſtand; 
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If you conſent, he ſhall not be refus'd, 

Nor find a Hand to Victory unus'd. 

This new Achilles, let him take the Field, 

With fated Armour, and Vulcanian Shield; 675 


For you, my Royal Father, and my Fame, 

I, Turnus, not the leaſt of all my Name, 

Devote my Soul. He calls me hand to hand, 

And I alone will anſwer his Demand. 

Drances ſhall teſt ſecure, and neither ſhare 

The Danger, nor divide the Prize of War. 
While they debate; nor theſe nor thoſe will yield; 

FEneas draws his Forces to the Field: 

And moves his Camp. The Scouts, with flying ſpeed 

Return, and thro' the frighted City ſpread 685 

Th' unpleaſing News, the Trojans are deſcry'd, 

In Battel marching by the River fide; 

And bending to the Town. They take th' Allarm, 

Some tremble, ſome are bold, all in Confuſion arm. 

Th' impetuous Youth preſs forward to the Field; 690 

They claſh the Sword, and clatter on the Shield: 


689 


Old feeble Men with fainter Groans reply: 

A jarring ſound reſults, and mingles in the Sky. 
Like that of Swans remurm'ring to the Floods ; 
Or Birds of diff ring kinds in hollow Woods. 
Turnus th” occaſion takes, and er ies aloud, 
Talk on, ye quaint Haranguers of the Crowd: 


The fearful Matrons raiſe a ſcreaming Cry; 5 
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Declaim in praiſe of Peace, when Danger calls; 

And the fierce Foes in Arms approach the Walls. 

He ſaid, and turning ſhort, with ſpeedy Pace, 5701 

Caſts back a ſcornful Glance, and quits the Place. 
Thou, Voluſus, the Volſcian Troops command 

To mount; and lead thy ſelf our Ardean Band. 

Meſſapus, and Catillus, poſt your Force 705 


Along the Fields, to charge the Trojan Horſe. 


Some guard the Paſſes, others man the Wall; 
Drawn up in Arms, the reſt attend my Call. 

They ſwarm from ev'ry Quarter of the Town; 
And with diſorder'd haſte the Rampires crown. 710 
Good old Latinus, when he ſaw, too late, 

The gathk'ring Storm, juſt breaking on the State, 
Diſmiſs'd the Council, till a fitter time. 

And own'd his eaſie Temper as his Crime: 

Who, forc'd againſt his Reaſon, had comply'd 715 
To break the Treaty for the promis'd Bride. 

Some help to ſink new Trenches, others aid 
To ram the Stones, or raiſe the Paliſade. 

Hoarſe Trumpets ſound th? Alarm : Around the Walls 
Runs a diſtracted Crew, whom their laſt Labour calls. 
A fad Proceſſion in the Streets is ſeen, 721 
Of Matrons that attend the Mother Queen: | 
High in her Chair ſhe ſits, and at her fide, 

With downcaſt Eyes appears the fatal Bride. 724 
They mount the Cliff, where Pallas's Temple ſtands ; 
Pray'rs in their Mouths, and Preſents in their Hands: 
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With Cenſers, firſt they fume the ſacred Shrine; 
Then in this common Supplication join. 
O Patroneſs of Arms, unſpotted Maid, 
Propitious hear, and lend thy Latins Aid: 730 
Break ſhort the Pirat's Lance; pronounce his Fate, 
And lay the Phrygian low before the Gate. 
Now Turnus arms for Fight: His Back and Breaſt, 
Well temper'd Steel, and ſcaly Braſs inveſt: 
The Cuithes, which his brawny Thighs infold, 735 
Are mingled Metal damask'd o'er with Gold. 
His faithful Fauchion fits upon his fide ; 
Nor Caſque, nor Creſt, his manly Features hide: 
But bare to view, amid ſurrounding Friends, 
With Godlike Grace, he from the Tow'r deſcends. 
Exuiting in his Strength, he ſeems to dare 741 
His abſent Rival, and to promiſe War. 

Freed from his Keepers, thus with broken Reins, 
The wanton Courſer prances o'er the Plains: 
Or in the Pride of Youth o'erleaps the Mounds: 745 
And ſnuffs the Females in forbidden Grounds. 
Or ſeeks his wat'ring in the well known Flood, 
To quench his Thirft, and cool his fiery Blood: 
He ſwims luxuriant, in the liquid Plain, 
And o'er his Shoulder flows his waving Mane: #750 An 


He neighs, he fnorts, he bears his Head on high; Thi 
Before his ample Cheft the frothy Waters fly. To 
Soon as the Prince appears without the Gate, Wu 


The Volciant, and their Virgin Leader, Wait And 
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His Laſt Commands. Then with a graceful Meen, 755 
Lights from her lofty Steed, the Warrior Queen : 
Her Squadron imitates, and cach deſcends; 


Whoſe common Sute Camilla thus commends. 


If Senſe of Honour, if a Soul ſecure 
Of inborn Worth, that can all Teſts endure, 760 
Can promiſe ought z or on it ſelf rely, 
Greatly to dare, to conquer or to dye : 
Then, I alone, ſuſtain'd by theſe, will meet 


The Tyrrbene Troops, and promiſe their Defeat. 
S Ours be the Danger, ours the ſole Renown; 767 


Vou, Gen' ral, ſtay behind, and guard the Town. 
Turnus a while ſtood mute, with glad Surprize, 

And on the fierce Virago fix d his Eyes: 

Then thus return'd; O Grace of Italy, 

With what becoming Thanks can I reply! 770 

Not only Words lye lab'ring in my Breaſt; 

But Thought it ſelf is by thy Praiſe oppreſt. 

Vet rob me not of all, but let me join 

My Toils, my Hazard, and my Fame, with thine. 

The Trojan, (not in Stratagem unskill'd,) 775 

Sends his light Horſe before to ſcour the Field: 

Himſelf, through ſteep Aſcents, and thorny Brakes, 

A larger Compaſs to the City takes. 

This news my Scouts confirm : And I prepare 

To foil his Cunning, and his Force to dare. 780 

With choſen Foot his Paſſage to forelay; 

And place an Ambuſh in the winding way. 
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Thou, with thy Volſcians, face the Tuſcan Horſe: 
The brave Maſſapus (hall thy Troops inforce 
With thoſe of Tibur; and the Latian Band: 787 
Subjected all to thy Supream Command. 
This ſaid, he warns Meſſapus to the War: 
Then ev'ry Chief exhorts, with equal Care. 
All thus encourag'd, his own Troops he joins, 
And haſtes to proſecute his deep Deſigns. 790 
Inclos'd with Hills, a winding Valley lies, 
By Nature form'd for Fraud, and fitted for Surprize : 
A narrow Track, by Human Steps untrode, 
Leads, thro* perplexing Thorns, to this obſcure abode. 
High o'er the Vale a ſteepy Mountain ſtands ; [mands. 
Whence the ſurveying Sight the neather Ground com- 
The top is level: an offenſive Seat 
Of War; and from the War a ſafe Retreat. 
For, on the right, and left, is room to preſs 
The Foes at hand, or from afar di ſtreſs: 890 
To drive *em headlong downward; and to pour 
On their deſcending backs, a ſtony ſhow'r. 
Thither Young Turnus took the well known way 
Poſſeſs d the Pals, and in blind Ambuſh lay. 
Mean time, Latonian Phæbe from the Skies, Soy 
Beheld th' approaching War with hateful Eyes. 
And call 'd the light- foot Oyis to her aid, 
Her moſt belov'd, and ever truſty Maid. 
Then with a ſigh began: Camilla goes | 
To meet her Death, amidſt her fatal Foes. 810 
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The Nymph I lov'd of all my Mortal Train; 
BF Inveſted with Diana's Arms, in vain. 
735 Nor is my kindneſs for the Virgin, new, 
Twas born with Her, and with her Years it grew: 
Her Father Metabus, when forc'd away 815 
From old Privernum, for Tyrannick ſway; 
Snatch'd up, and ſav'd from his prevailing Foes, 
90 This tender Babe, Companion of his Woes. 
Caſmilia was her Mother; but he drown'd, 
b: One hiſſing Letter in a ſofter ſound, 820 
And call'd Camilla. Thro' the Woods, he flies; 
de. Wrap' d in his Robe the Royal Infant lies. 
ds. His Foes in ſight, he mends his weary pace; 
n- With ſhouts and clamours they purſue the Chace. 
The Banks of Amaſene at length he gains; 827 0 


The raging Flood his farther flight reſtrains: 

Rais'd o'er the Borders with unuſual Rains. 

Prepar'd to plunge into the Stream, He fears : 

Not for himſelf, bur for the Charge he bears. 
Anxious he ſtops a while; and thinks in haſte; 830 
Then, deſp'rate in Diſtreſs, reſolves at laſt. 

A knotty Lance of well-boil'd Oak he bore; 

The middle part with Cork he cover'd o're: 

He clos'd the Child within the hollow Space 

With Twigs of bending Oſier bound the Caſe. 835 
Then pois'd the Spear, heavy with Human Weight; 
And thus invok'd my Favour for the Freight. 
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Accept, great Goddeſs of the Woods, * ſaid, 
Sent by her Sire, this dedicated Maid: 

Thro' Air ſhe flies a Suppliant to thy Shrine; 

And the firſt Weapons that ſhe knows, are thine. 

He ſaid; and with full Force the Spear he threw : 

Above the ſounding Waves Camilla flew. 

Then, preſs'd by Foes, he ſtemm'd the ſtormy Tide; 

And gain'd, by ſtreſs of Arms, the farther Side. 84 

His faſten'd Spear he pull'd from out the Ground; 

And, Victor of his Vows, his Infant Nymph unbound. 

Nor after that, in Towns which Walls incloſe, 

Wou'd truſt his hunted Life amidſt his Foes. 

But rough, in open Air he choſe to lye: 80 
Earth was his Couch, his Cov'ring was the Sky. 

On Hills unſhorn, or in a deſart Den, 

He ſhunn'd the dire Society of Men. 

A Shepherd's ſolitary Life he led: 

His Daughter with the Milk of Mares he fed ; 

The Dugs of Bears, and ev'ry Salvage Beaſt, 

He drew, and thro” her Lips the Liquor preſs'd. 

The little Amazon cou'd ſcarcely go, 

He loads her with a Quiver and a Bow: 

And, that ſhe might her ſtagg'ring Steps cute, 

He with a ſlender Jav'lin fills her Hand: 861 
Her flowing Hair no golden Fillet bound; 

Nor ſwept her trailing Robe the duſty Ground. 

Inſtead of theſe, a Tyger's Hide o'erſpread 

Her Back and Shoulders, faſten'd to her Head. 865 
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The flying Dart ſhe firſt attempts to fling; 

And round her tender Temples toſs d the Sling: 
Then, as her Strength with Years increas'd, began 
To pierce aloft in Air the ſoaring Swan : | 
And from the Clouds to fetch the Heron and the Crane. 
The Tuſcan Matrons with each other vy'd, 871 
To bleſs their Rival Sons with ſuch a Bride: 

But ſhe diſdains their Love; to ſhare with me 

The Silvan Shades, and vow'd V irginity. 

And oh! I wiſh, contented with my Cares 875 
Of Salvage Spoils, ſhe had not ſought the Wars: 
Then had ſhe been of my Celeſtial Train; 

And ſhun'd the Fate that dooms her to be lain. 
Bur, fince oppoſing Heav'n's Decree, ſhe goes 
To find her Death among forbidden Foes 880 
Haſte with theſe Arms, and take thy ſteepy flight, 

W here, with the Gods averſe, the Latins fight: 

This Bow to thee, this Quiver, I bequeath, 

This choſen Arrow to revenge her Death: 

By what &'er Hand Camilla ſhall be ſlain, 887 
Or of the Trojan, or Italian Train, 6 
Let him not paſs unpuniſh'd from the Plain. 

Then, in a hollow Cloud, my ſelf will Aid, 

To bear the breathleſs Body of my Maid: 

Unſpoil'd ſhall be her Arms, and unprophan'd 890 
Her holy Limbs with any Human Hand: 5 


| And in a Marble Tomb laid in her Native Land. 
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With rapid flight, and cuts the ſounding Sky; 

Black Clouds and ſtormy Winds around her Body fly. 
By this, the Trajan and the Tuſcan Horſe, 896 

Drawn up in Squadrons, with united Force, 

Approach the Walls; the ſprightly Courſers bound; 

Preſs forward on their Bitts, and ſhift their Ground : 

Shields, Arms, and Spears, flaſh horribly from far; oo 

And the Fields glitter with a waving War. 

Oppos'd to theſe, come on with furious force, 

Meſſapus, Coras, and the Latian Horſe 

Theſe in the Body plac'd; on either hand 

Suſtain'd, and clos'd by fair Camilla's Band. goy 

Advancing in a Line, they couch their Spears; 

And leſs and leſs the middle Space appears. 

Thick Smoke obſcures the Field: And ſcarce are ſeen 

The neighing Courſers, and the ſhouting Men. 

In diſtance of their Darts they ſtop their Courſe; 910 

Then Man to, Man they ruſh, and Horſe to Horſe. 

The face of Heav'n their flying Jav'lins hide; 

And Deaths unſeen are dealt on either fide. 

Tyrrbenus, and Aconteus, void of Fear, 

By metled Courſers born in full Carreer, 917 

Meet firſt oppos'd : and, with a mighty Shock, 

Their Horſes Heads againſt each other knock. 

Far from his Steed is fierce Aconteus caſt; 


She ſaid: The faithful Nymph deſcends from high 


As with an Engin's force, or Lightning's blaſt : 
He rowls along in Blood, and breaths his laſt. 920 
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The Latin Squadrons take a ſudden fright; flight. 
And ſling their Shields behind, to ſave their Backs in 
Spurring at Speed to their own Walls they drew; 
Cloſe in the rear the Tuſcan Troops purſue: 

And urge their flight. Alas leads the Chaſe ; 925 
Till ſeiz'd with Shame they wheel about and face: 
Receive their Foes, and raiſe a threat'ning Cry: 
The Tvſcans take their turn to fear and fly. 

So ſwelling Surges, with a thund'ring Roar, 
Driv'n on each others Backs, inſult the Shoar; - 30 
Bound o'er the Rocks, ingroach upon the Land; 
And far upon the Beach eject the Sand. | 
Then backward with a Swing, they take their Way; 
Repuls'd from upper Ground, and ſeek their Mother Sea: 
With equal hurry quit th' invaded Shore 935 
And ſwallow back theSand,andStones they ſpew'd before. 


Twice were the Tuſcans Maſters of the Field, 


Twice by the Latins, in their turn repell'd. 

Aſham'd at length, to the third charge they ran, 

Both Hoaſts reſolv'd, and mingled Man to Man: 940 
Now dying Groans are heard, the Fields are ſtrow'd 
With falling Bodies, and are drunk with Blood: | 
Arms, Horſes, Men, on heaps together lye : 

Confus'd the Fight, and more confus'd the Cry. 
Orfilochus, who durſt not preſs too near 947 5 


Strong Remulus, at diſtance drove his Spear; 


And ſtuck the Steel beneath his Horſes Ear: 
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The fiery Steed, impatient of the Wound, 
Curvets, and ſpringing upward with a Bound, © 
His hopeleſs Lord caſt backward on the Ground. 
Catillus pierc'd Jolas firſt; then drew 9f1 
His reeking Lance, and at Herminius threw : © 
The mighty Champion of the Tuſcen Crew. 
His Neck and Throat unarm'd, his Head was bare, 
But ſhaded with a length of yellow Hair: _- of 
Secure, he fought, expos'd on ev'ry part, 
A ſpacious mark for Swords, and for the flying Dart,: : 
Acroſs the Shoulders came the feather'd Wound; 3 
Trans fix'd, he fell, and doubled to the Ground. 

The Sands with ſtreaming Blood are ſanguine dy'd; 
And Death with Honour, ſought on either ſide. 961 

Reſiſtleſs through the War, Camilla rode; 
In Danger unappall'd, and pleas'd with Blood. 
One ſide was bare for her exerted Breaſt ; 
One Shoulder with her painted Quiver preſs'd. g65 
Now from afar her fatal Jav'lins play; 
Now with her Axe's edge ihe hews her Way: 
Diana's Arms upon her Shoulder ſound; 
And when, too cloſely preſs'd, ſhe quits the Ground; | 
From her bent Bow ſhe ſends a backward Wound. 
Her Maids, in Martial Pomp, on either fide 971 
Larina, Tulla, fierce Tarpera ride; | 
Lalians all: in Peace, their Queen's delight: 
In War the bold Companions of the Fight. 
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So march'd the Thracian Amazons of old. oo 
When Thermodon with bloody Billows rowl'd : 


Such Troops as theſe in ſhining Arms were ſeen; 


When Theſeus met in Fight their Maiden Queen. 
Such to the Field Penzhifilea led, 
From the fierce Virgin when the Grecians fled: 980 


With ſuch, return'd Triumphant from the War; 


Her Maids with Crics attend the lofty Carr : 
They claſh with manly force their Moony Shields 


With Female Shouts reſound the Phrygian Fields. 


Who formoſt, and who laſt, Heroick Maid 985 
On the cold Earth were by thy Courage laid? 
Thy Spear, of Mountain Aſh, Eumenius firſt, 
With fury driv'n, from fide to fide tranſpierc'd: 
A purple Stream came ſpouting from the Wound; 
Bath'd in his Blood he lies, and bites the Ground. go 
Lyris and Pagaſus at once ſhe flew ; 
The former, as the ſlacken'd Reins he drew, 
Of his faint Steed: the latter, as he ſtretch'd 
His Arm to prop his Friend, the Jav'lin reach'd. 
By the ſame Weapon, ſent from the ſame Hand, 997 
Both fall together, and both ſpurn the Sand. 
Amaſtrus next is added to the lain: 
The reſt in Rout ſhe follows o'er the Plain: 
Tereus, Harpalicus, Demophion, 
And Chromys, at full Speed har Fury ſhun. 1900 
Of all her deadly Darts, not one ſhe loſt; 
Each was attended with a Trojan Ghoſt. 
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Young Ornitbus beſtrode a Hunter Steed, 

Swift for the Chaſe, and of Apulian Breed: 18 
Him, from afar, ſhe ſpy'd in Arms unknown; 100g 
O'er his broad Back an Oxes Hide was thrown: 

His Helm a Wolf, whoſe gaping Jaws were ſpread, 
A cov'ring for his Cheeks, and gr:nn'd around his Head. 
He clench'd within his Hand an Iron Prong; 

And tower'd above the reſt, conſpicuous in the Throng. 
Him ſoon ſhe ſingled from the flying Train, 1011 
And flew with eaſe: Then thus inſults the ſlain. 
Vain Hunter didſt thou think thro' Woods to chaſe 
The Savage Herd, a vile and trembling Race: 
Here ceaſe thy Vaunts, and own my Victory; 1015 
A Woman- Warrior was too ſtrong for thee. 

Yet if the Ghoſts demand the Conqu'ror's Name, 
Confeſling great Camilla, fave thy Shame. 
Then Butes, and Orfilochus, ſhe flew : 


The bulkieſt Bodies of the Trojan Crew. 1020 
But Butes Breaſt to Breaſt: the Spear deſcends 
Above the Gorget, where his Helmet ends ; 5 
And o'er the Shield which his left Side defends. 


Orfilochus and ſhe, their Courſers ply; 

He ſeems to follow, and ſhe ſeems to fly. Iozy 
But in a narrower Ring ſhe makes the Race; 

And then he flies, and ſhe purſues the Chaſe. 
Gath'ring at length on her deluded Foe, 

She ſwings her Ax, and riſes at the Blow: 
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The Weapon falls, the riven Steel gives way: 

He groans, he roars, he ſues in vain for Grace; 
Brains, mingled with his Blood, beſmear his Face. 
Aſtoniſh'd Aunus juſt arrives by Chance, 

To ſee his Fall, nor farther dares advance: 1035 
But fixing on the horrid Maid his Eye, 

He ſtares, and ſhakes, and finds it vain to fly. 

Yet like a true Ligurian, born to cheat, 


(At leaſt while Fortune favour'd his Deceit) 


Cries out aloud, what Courage have you ſhown, 1040 
Who truſt your Courſer's Strength, and not your on? 


Forego the vantage of your Horſe, alight, 


And then on equal Terms begin the Fight: 

It ſhall be ſeen, weak Woman, what you can, 

When Foot to Foot, you combat with a Man. 1045 
He faid : She glows with Anger and Diſdain, | 
Diſmounts with ſpeed to dare him on the Plain; © 
And leaves her Horſe at large among her Train. 

With her drawn Sword defies him to the Field; 

And marching, lifts aloft her maiden Shield: 10g9 
The Youth, who thought his Cunning did ſucceed, 
Reins round his Horſe, and urges all his Speed, 

Adds the remembrance of the Spur, and hides 


be goring Rowels in his bleeding Sides. 
Vain Fool, and Coward, cries the lofry Maid, lor 
| — in the IO which thou thy oe ha laid! 
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Full on the Helm behind, with ſuch a ſway 1030 
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On others practiſe thy Ligurian Arts; 

Thin Stratagems, and Tricks of little Hearts 

Are loſt on me. Nor ſhalt thou ſafe retire, 

With vaunting Lies to thy fallacious Sire. 

At this, ſo faſt her flying Feet he ſped, 

That ſoon ſhe ſtrain'd beyond his Horſe's Head: 

Then turning ſhort, at once ſhe ſciz'd the Rein, 

And laid the Boaſter grov'ling on the Plain. 

Not with more eaſe the Falcon from above, 

Trufles, in middle Air, the trembling Dove: 

Then Plumes the Prey, in her ſtrong Pounces bound; 

The Feathers foul with Blood come tumbling to the 
Now mighty Jove, from his ſuperior height, [ground. 

With his broad Eye ſurveys th' unequal Fight. 1079 

He fires the Breaſt of Tarchon with Diſdain 

And ſends him to redeem th' abandon'd Plain. 

Betwixt the broken Ranks the Tuſcan rides, 

And theſe encourages, and thoſe he chides: 

Recalls each Leader, by his Name, from flight; 1975 

Renews their Ardour and reſtores the, Fight. 

What Panick Fear has ſeiz'd your Souls, O ſhame, 

O Brand perpetual of th' Etruriau Name; 170 

Cowards incurable, a Woman's Hand 

Drives, breaks, and ſcatters your ignoble Band! 1080 

Now caſt away the Sword, and quit the Shield : - 

W hat uſe of Weapons which you dare not wield? 

Not thus you fly your Female Foes, by Night, 

Nor ſhun the Feaſt, when the full Bowls invite: 
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When to fat Off rings the glad Augur call; 1085 
And the ſhrill Horn- pipe ſounds to Bacchanals. 
Theſe are yout ſtudy' d Cares; your lewd Delight: 
069 Swift to debauch; but flow to Manly Fight. 
Thus having ſaid, he ſpurs amid the Foes 
Not managing the Life he meant to loſe. 10 90 
The firſt he found he ſeiz'd, with headlong haſte, 
In his ſtrong Gripe; and claſp'd around the Waſte : 
o65 I Twas Venulus; whom from his Horſe he tore, 
And (laid athwart his own, ) in Triumph bore. 
; Loud Shouts enſue: The Latius turn their Eyes, 1095 
the And view th' unuſual fight with vaſt Surprize. 
The fiery Tarchon, flying o'er the Plains, 
279 Preſs'd in his Arms the pond'rous Prey ſuſtains : 
Then with his ſhorten'd Spear, explores around 
His jointed Arms, to fix a deadly Wound. 1100 
Nor leſs the Captive ſtruggles for his Life; 
He writhes his Body to prolong the Strife: 
275 And, fencing for his naked Throat, exerts 
His utmoſt Vigour, and the point averts. 
) So ſtoops the yellow Eagle from on high, 1105 
And bears a ſpeckled Serpent thro' the Sky; 
Faſt'ning his crooked Tallons on the Prey: 
80 The Pris'ner hiſſes thro? the liquid Way, 
| Reſiſts the Royal Hawk, and tho' oppreſt, 
She fights in Volumes, and erects her Creſt: 1110 
Turn'd to her Foe, ſhe ſtiffens ev'ry Scale; [Tail. 
And ſhoots her forky Tongue, and whisks her threat ning 
D d d 2 
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Againſt the Victor all Defence is weak; 
TH imperial Bird ſtill plies her with his Beak : 
He tears her Bowels, and her Breaſt he goresz 1115 
Then clips his Pinions, and ſecurely ſoars. 
Thus, thro? the midſt of circling Enemies, 
Strong Tarchon ſnatch'd and bore away his Prize : 
The Iyrrbene Troops, that ſhrunk before, now preſs 
The Latins, and preſume the like Succeſs. 1120 
Then, Aruns doom'd to Death, his Arts eſſay'd 
To murther, uneſpy'd, the Volſcian Maid, 
This way, and that his winding Courſe he bends ; 
And whereſoe'er the turns, her Steps attends. 
W hen ſhe retires victorious from the Chaſe, 1125 
He wheels about with Care, and ſhifts his place: 
When ruſhing on, ſhe ſeeks her Foes in Fight, 
Hie keeps aloof, but keeps her ſtill in fight: 
He threats, and trembles, trying ev'ry Way 
Unſeen to kill, and ſafely to betray. 1130 
Chloreus, the Prieſt of Cybel?, from far, 
Glitt'ring in Phrygian Arms amidſt the W ar, 
Was by the Virgin view'd: The Steed he preſs d 
Was proud with Trappings; and his brawny Cheſt 
With Scales of gilded Braſs was cover'd o're: 1135 
A Robe of Tyrian Dye the Rider wore. 
With deadly Wounds he gaul'd the diſtant Foe; 
Guoſſian his Shafts, and Lycian was his Bow: 
A Golden Helm his Front, and Head ſurrounds ; 
A gilded Quiyer from his Shoulder ſounds. 1140 
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Gold, weav'd with Linen, on his Thighs he wore: 

With Flowers of Necdlework diſtinguiſh'd o're : © 
With Golden Buckles bound, and gather'd up before. 
Him, the fierce Maid beheld with ardent Eyes; 
Fond and Ambitious of ſo Rich a Prize: 1147 
Or that the Temple might his Trophees hold, 

Or elſe to ſhine her ſelt in Trojan Gold: 

Blind in her haſte, ſhe chaſes him alone, 

And ſeeks his Life, regardleſs of her own. 
This lucky Moment the fly Traitor choſe: 1170 5 | 


Then, ſtarting from his Ambuſh up he roſe, | 
And threw, but firſt ro Heay'n addreſs'd his Vows... 
O Patron of Sorattes high Abodes, 

Phebus the Ruling Pow'r among the Gods 

Whom firſt we ſerve, whole W oods of unctuous Pine 
Are fell'd for thee, and to thy Glory ſhine; 1156 
By thee protected, with our naked Soles, Foals: 
Thro' Flames unſing'd we march, and tread the kindled 
Give me, propitious Pow'r, to waſh:away 

The Stains of this diſhonourable Day: 1160 
Nor Spoils, nor Triumph, from the Fact I claim; 
But with my future Actions truſt my Fame. 

Let me, by ſtealth; this Female Plague o ercome; 
pond from the Field, return inglorious home. 

* Apolla heard, and granting half his Pray'r, 1 165 
Shufcd i in Winds the reſt, and toſs'd in empty Air. 


"4 He gives the Death deſir'd; his fate Return, 
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Now, when the Jay'lin whiz'd along the Skies, 
Both Armies on Camilla turn'd their Eyes, 1170 

Directed by the Sound: Of either Hoſt, 
TH unhappy Virgin, tho' concern'd the moſt, 
Was only deaf; ſo greedy was ſhe bent 
On Golden Spoils, and on her Prey intent : 
Till in her Pap the winged Weapon ſtood 1175 
Infix d; and deeply drunk the purple Blood. 
Her ſad Attendants haſten to ſuſtain 
Their dying Lady drooping on the Plain. 
Far from their ſight the trembling Aruns flies, 
With beating Heart, and Fear confus'd with Joys; 
Nor dares he farther to purſue his Blow; 1181 
Or ev'n to bear the ſight of his expiring Foe. 
As when the Wolf has torn a Bullocks Hide, 

At unawares, or ranch'd a Shepherd's Side: 
Conſcious of his audacious deed, he flies, 1185 
And claps his quiv'ring Tail between his Thighs: 
So, ſpeeding once, the Wretch no more attends; 
But ſpurring forward herds among his Friends. 
She wrench'd the Jav'lin with her dying Hands; 
But wedg'd within her Breaſt the Weapon ſtands: 
The Wood ſhe draws, the ſteely Point remains, 1191 
She ſtaggers in her Scat, with agonizing Pains: 
A gath'ring Miſt o'erclouds her chearful Eyes; 
And from her Checks the roſie Colour flies. 
Then, turns to her, whom, of her Female Train, 11 97 

She truſted Nn and thus ſhe ſpeaks with Pain. 


175 
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Acca, tis paſt! He ſwims before my ſight, 

Inexorable Death; and claims his right. 

Bear my laſt Words to Turnus, fly with ſpeed, 

And bid him timely to my Charge ſucce:d: 1200 
Repel the Tr5jans, and the Town relieve : 

Farewel; and in this Kiſs my parting Breath receive. 
She ſaid; and ſliding, ſunk upon the Plain; 

Dying, her open'd Hand forſakes the Rein; 1204 
Short, and more ſhort, ſhe pants: by ſlow degrees 
Her Mind the Paſſage from her Body frees. 

She drops her Sword, ſhe nods her plumy Creſt; 

Her drooping Head declining on her Breaſt : 

In the laſt Sigh her ſtrugling Soul expires 1209 
And murm' ring with Diſdain, to S:ygian Sounds retires. 

A Shout, that ſtruck the Golden Stars, enſu'd: 
Deſpair and Rage, and languiſh'd Fight renew'd. 

The Trojan Troops, and Tiſcans in a Line, 
Advance to charge; the mix'd Arcad:ans join. 

But Cynthia's Maid, high ſeated, from afar 1215 
Surveys the Field, and fortune of the War: | 
Unmov'd a while, till proſtrate on the Plain, | 
Welt'ring in Blood, ſhe ſees Camilla ſlain; Train. 5 
And round her Corps, of Friends and Foes a fighting 
Then, from the bottom of her Breaſt, ſhe drew 1220 
A mournful Sigh, and theſe fad Words enſue: 
Too dear a Fine, ah much lamented Maid, 

For warring with the Trojans, thou haſt paid! 
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Nor ought avail'd, in this unhappy Strife, 
Diana's ſacred Arms, to fave thy Life. 12257 
Vet unreveng'd thy Goddeſs will not leave 
Her Vor'ry's Death, nor with vain Sorrow grieve. 
Branded the Wretch, and be his Name abhorr'd ; 
But after Ages ſhall thy Praiſe record. 1229 
Th' inglorious Coward ſoon ſhall preſs the Plain 
Thus vows thy Queen, and thus the Fates ordain. 

High o'er the Field, there ſtood a hilly Mound 
Sacred the Place, and ſpread with Oaks around; 1235 
Where, in a Marble Tomb, Dercennus lay, 
A King that once in Latium bore the Sway. 
The beauteous Opis thither bent her flight, 
To mark the Traitor Aruns, from the height. 
Him, in refulgent Arms ſhe ſoon eſpy'd, 1240 
Swoln with ſucceſs, and loudly thus ſhe cry'd. 
Thy backward ſteps, vain Boaſter, are too late; 
Turn, like a Man at length, and meet thy Fate. 
Charg'd with my Meſſage to Camilla go; 

mM 


En. XI. 


Ard ſay I ſent thee to the Shades below 
An Honour undeſerv'd from Cynthia's Bow. 

She ſaid : and from her Quiver choſe with ſpeed 
The winged Shaft, predeſtin'd for the Deed : 
Then, to the ſtubborn Eugh her ſtrength apply'd; | 
Till the far diſtant Horns approach d on either fide. 1250 
The Bow-ſtring touch'd her Breaſt, ſo ſtrong ſhe drew; 
Whizzing in Air the fatal Arrow flew. 
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At once the twanging Bow, and ſounding Dart 

The Traitor heard, and felt the point within his Heart. 
Him, beating with his Heels, in pangs of Death, 1255 
His flying Friends to foreign Fields bequeath. 

The Conqu'ring Damſel, with expanded Wings, 

The welcome Meſlage to her Miſtreſs brings. 

Their Leader loſt, the Folſcians quit the Field; 
And, unſuſtain'd, the Chiefs of Turnus yield. 1260 
The frighted Soldiers, when their Caprains fly, 

More on their Speed than on their Strength rely. 
Confus'd in flight, they bear each other down: 

And ſpur their Horſes headlong to the Town. 

Driv'n by their Foes, and to their Fears reſign'd, 1 265 
Not once they turn; but take their Wounds behind. 
Theſe drop the Shield, and thoſe the Lance forego; 
Or on their Shoulders bear the ſlacken'd Bow. 

The Hoofs of Horſes with a ratling ſound, 

Beat ſhort, and thick, and ſhake the rotten Ground. 
Black clouds of duſt come rowling in the Sky, 1271 
And o'er the darken'd Walls, and Rampires fly. 

The trembling Matrons, from their lofty Stands, 
Rend Heay'n with Female Shrieks; and wring their 
All preſſing on, Purſuers and purſu'd, Hands. 
Are cruſh'd in Crowds, a mingled Multitude. 1276 
Some happy few eſcape: the Throng too late | 
Ruſh on for Entrance, till they choak the Gate, 
Ev'n in the ſight of home, the wretched Sire 


Looks on, and ſees his helpleſs Son expire, 1280 
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Then, in a fright, the folding Gates they cloſe: 

But leave their Friends excluded with their Foes. 

The vanquiſh'd cry; the Victors loudly ſhout; 

Tis Terror all within; and Slaughter all without. 

Blind in their Fear, they bounce againſt the Wall, 

Or to the Moats purſu'd, precipitate their fall. 1286 
The Latian Virgins, valiant with deſpair, 

Arm' d on the Tow'rs the Common Danger ſhare : 

So much of Zeal their Country's Cauſe inſpir'd; 

So much Camilla's great Example fir'd. 1290 

Poles, ſharpen'd in the flames, from high they throw ; 

With imitated Darts to gaul the Foe. 

Their Lives, for Godlike freedom they bequeath; 

And crowd each other to be firſt in death. 

Mean time to Turnus, ambuſh'd in the ſhade, 1295 

With heavy tydings, came th' Unhappy Maid. 

The Folſciaus overthrown, Camilla kill'd, 

The Foes entirely Maſters of the Field, 

Like a reſiſtleſs Flood, come rowling on: 

The cry goes off the Plain, and thickens to the Town. 
Inflam'd with Rage, (for ſo the Furies fire 1 301 

The Daunian's Breaſt, and ſo the Fates require,) 

He leaves the hilly Paſs, the Woods in vain 

Poffe(s'd, and downward iſſues on the Plain: 

Scarce was he gone, when to the Streights, now freed 

From ſeeret Foes, the Trojan Troops ſucceed. 1306 

Thro' the black Forreſt, and the ferny Brake, 

_ Unknowingly fecure, their Way they take. 
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From the rough Mountains to the Plain deſcend; 

And there, in Order drawn, their Line extend. 1310 
Both Armies, now, in open Fields are ſeen : 

Nor far the diſtance of the Space between. 

Both to the City bend: Æneas ſees, 

Thro' ſmoaking Fields, his haſtning Enemies. 

And Turnus views the Trojans in Array, 1315 
And hears th' approaching Horſes proudly neigh. 
Soon had their Hoaſts in bloody Battel join'd 

But weſtward to the Sea the Sun declin'd. 

Intrench'd before the Town, both Armies lye : 
While Night with fable Wings involves the Sky. 
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Turnus challenges ETneas 20. a ſingle Combat : Articles 


HEN Turnus ſaw the Latins leave the 
Field; 
Their Armies broken, and their Cou- 
rage quelb d; 
Hiker become the Mark of publick 
 Spight, 8 * 
His Honour queſtion'd . the promis d F ight: 
The more he was with Vulgar Hate oppreſsd, 
The more his Fury boil'd within his Breaſt: 
He rowz'd his Vigour for the late Debate; 
And rais'd his haughty Soul, to meet his Fate. 
As when the Swains the Lybian Lion chaſe, 
He makes a ſour Retreat, nor mends his Pace; 10 


are agreed on, but broken by ﬀ Rutuli, who 2 
Æneas: He is miraculouſly cur d by Venus, for 


Turnus 20 4 Duel, and conclude; the Poem 1b 4 
Death. 
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But if the pointed Jav'lin pierce his Side, 

The Lordly Beaſt returns with double Pride: 

He wrenches out the Steel, he roars for Pain; 

His Sides he laſhes, and erects his Mane. 

So Turnus fares; his Eye- balls flath with Fire, 7 
Thro' his wide Noſtrils Clouds of Smoke expire. 
Trembling with Rage, around the Court he ran; 
At length approach'd the King, and thus began. 

No more Excuſes or Delays: I ſtand | 
In Arms prepar'd to Combat, hand to hand, 8 
This baſe Deſerter of his Native Land. 

The Trojan, by his Word, is bound to take 

The ſame Conditions which himſelf did make. 

Renew the Truce, the ſolemn Rites prepare; 

And to my ſingle Virtue truſt the War. 25 
The Larians unconcern'd ſhall ſee the Fight; 

This Arm unaided ſhall aſſert your Right: 

Then, if my proſtrate Body preſs the Plain, 

To him the Crown, and beauteous Bride remain. 

To whom the King ſedately thus reply'd; 30 
Brave Youth, the more your Valour has been try'd, 
The more becomes it us, with due Reſpect 

To weigh the chance of War, which you neglect. 
You want not Wealth, or a ſucceſſive Throne, 

Or Cities, which your Arms have made your own; 35 


My Towns and Treaſures are at your Command; 
And ſtor'd with blooming Beauties is my Land: 


\ 
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Laurentum more than one Lavinia ſees, 

Unmarry'd, fair, of Noble Families. 

Now let me ſpeak; and you with Patience hear, 40 
Things which perhaps may grate a Lover's Ear: 
But ſound Advice, proceeding from a Heart, 
vincerely yours, and free from fraudfal Art. 
The Gods, by Signs, have. manifeſtly ſhown, 


En. XII. 


No Prince, Lalian born, ſhould heir my Throne: 45 


Oft have our Augurs, in Prediction sk ill'd, 

And oft our Prieſts, a Foreign Son reveal'd. 

Vet, won by Worth, that cannot be withſtood, 
Brib'd by my Kindneſs to my kindred Blood, 

. Urg'd by my Wife, who wou'd not be deny'd; yo 
I promis'd my Lavinia for your Bride: 

Her from her plighted Lord by force I took 

All tyes of Treaties, and of Honour broke: 

On your Account I wag'd an impious War, 145 
With what Succeſs tis needleſs to declare; Share. 
I and my Subjects feel; and you have had your 
Twice vanquiſh'd, while in bloody Fields we ſtrive, 
Scarce in our Walls, we keep our Hopes alive: 

The rowling Flood runs warm with human Gore; 
The Bones of Eatians glance the neighb'ring Shore: 60 
Why put I not an end to this Debate, 15 
Still unreſolv'd, and Kill a Slave to Fates? 

If Turnus's Death a laſting Peace can give, 
Why ſhou'd I not procure it, whilſt you live. 


III. 
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60 
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Shou'd I to doubtful Arms your Youth betray, 65 
What wou'd my Kinſmen, the Ruzulians, ſay? _ 
And ſhou'd you fall in Fight, (which Heav*n defend) - 
How curſe the Cauſe, which haſten'd to his end, 0 
The Daughter's Lover, and the Father's Friend? 


Weigh in your Mind, the various Chance of War, 70 
Pity your Parent's Age; and eaſe his Care. 


Such balmy Words he pour'd, but all in vain; 
The proffer'd Med' cine but provok'd the Pain. 


| The wrathful Youth diſdaining the Relief, 


With intermitting Sobs, thus vents his Grief, 75 
The care, O beſt of Fathers, which you take 

For my Concerns, at my Deſire, forſake. 

Permit me not to languiſh out my Days; 

But make the beſt exchange of Life for Praiſe. | 
This Arm, this Lance, can well diſpute the Prize; $9 
And the Blood follows, where the Weapon flies: 

His Goddeſs Mother is not near, to ſhrowd 

The flying Coward, with an empty Cloud. 

But now the Queen, who fear'd for Turnus Life, 
And loath'd-the hard Conditions of the Strife, 85 
Held him by Force; and, dying in his Death, 

In theſe ſad Accents gave her Sorrow breath, 

O Turns I adjure thee by theſe Tears; 

And what-c'er price Amata's Honour bears | 
Within thy Breaſt, ſince thou art all my hope, 90 


My ſickly Mind's repoſe, my ſinking Age's prop; 
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Since on the ſafety of thy Life alone, 
Depends Latinus, and the Latian Throne: 
Refuſe me not this one, this only Pray'r; 
To wave the Combat, and purſue the War. 95 
Whatever chance attends this fatal Strife, 

Think it includes in thine Amata's Life. 

I cannot live a Slave; or ſee my Throne 


Uſurp'd by Strangers, or a Trojan Son. 
At this, a Flood of Tears Lavinia ſhed ; 


En. XII. 


Varying her Cheeks by Turns, with white and red. 
The driving Colours, never at a ſtay, 

Run here and there; and fluſh, and fade away. 
Delightful change! Thus Indian Iv'ry ſhows, 


Or Lillies damask'd by the neighb'ring Roſe. 
The Lover gaz'd, and burning with deſire, 
The more he look'd, the more he fed the Fire: 
Revenge, and jealous Rage, and ſecret Spight, 
Rol in his Breaſt, and rowze him to the Fight. 
Then fixing on the Queen his ardent Eyes, 
Firm to his firſt Intent, he thus replies. 
O Mother, do not by your Tears prepare 
Such boding Omens, and prejudge the War. 
Reſolv'd on Fight, I am no longer free 
To ſhun my Death, if Heav'n my Death decree. 
Then turning to the Herald, thus purſues; 
Go, greet the Trojan with ungrateful News, 
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Denounce from me, that when to Morrows Light 120 


: 


97 


Shall guild the Heav'ns, he need not urge the Fight: 


The Trojan and Rutulian Troops no more 


Shall dye, with mutual Blood, the Latian Shore: 


Our ſingle Swords the Quarrel ſhall decide, 
And to the Victor be the beauteous Bride. 125 


He ſaid, and ſtriding on, with ſpeedy Pace, 


f He ſought his Courſers of the Thracian Race. 


110 
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At his Approach, they toſs their Heads on high; 


d. 4 


2 To grace Pilummis, when he went to War. 

The drifts of Thracian Snows were ſcarce ſo white, 
3 Nor Northern Winds in fleetneſs match'd their Flight. 
2 Officious Grooms ſtand ready by his Side; 134 
And ſome with Combs their flowing Manes divide, 
And others ſtroke their Cheſts, and gently ſooth 


And proudly neighing, promiſe Victory. 
The Sires of theſe Orythia ſent from far, 130 


their Pride. 
He ſheath'd his Limbs in Arms; a temper'd Maſs 
Of golden Metal thoſe, and Mountain Braſs. 
Then to his Head his glitt'ring Helm he ty'd; 
And girt his faithful Fauchion to his fide. 140 
In his Aznean Forge, the God of Fire 
That Fauchion labour'd for the Hero's Sire: 
Immortal Keenneſs on the Blade beſtow'd, 
And plung'd it hiſſing in the Szygzan Flood. 


Prop'd on a Pillar, which the Ceiling bore, 145 


Ince 


Was plac'd the Lance Auruncan Actor wore ; 
Vor. III. Kee : 
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Which with ſuch Force he brandiſh'd in his Hand, 

The tough Aſh trembled like an Oſyer Wand. 

Then cry'd, O pond'rous Spoil of Actor lain, 

And never yet by Turnus toſs'd in vain, 150 

Fail not this Day thy wonted Force: But go, 

Sent by this Hand, to pierce the Trojan Foe: 

Give me to tear his Corſler from his Breaſt, 

And from that Eunuch Head, to rend the Creſt: 154 

Drag'd in the Duſt, his frizled Hair to ſoil; Oil. 

Hot from the vexing Ir'n, and ſmear'd with fragrant 
Thus while he raves, from his wide Noftrils flies 

A fiery Steam, and Sparkles from his Eyes. 

So fares the Bull in his lov'd Female's ſight; 

Proudly he bellows, and preludes the fight : 169 

He tries his goring Horns againft a Tree ; 

And meditates his abſent Enemy : 

He puſhes at the Winds, he digs the Strand 

With his black Hoofs, and ſpurns the yellow Sand. 
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Nor leſs the Trojan, in his Leni an Arms, 165 : 


To future Fight his Manly Courage warms: 

He whets his Fary, and-with Joy prepares, 

To terminate at once the ling'ring Wars. 

To chear his Chiefs, and tender Son, relates 

What Heav'n had promis'd, and expounds the Fates. 

Then to the Latian King he ſends, to ceaſe 171 

The Rage of Arms, and ratifie the Peace. 
The Morn enſuing from the Mountain's height, 

Had ſcarcely ſpread the Skies with roſie Light; 
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Th' Etherial Courſers bounding from the Sea, 1757 
From out their flaming Noſtrils breath'd the Day: 
When now the Trojan and Rutulian Guard, 

In friendly Labour join'd, the Liſt prepar'd. 

Beneath the Walls, they meaſure out the Space; 179 8 


Then facred Altars rear, on ſods of Graſs; place. 
Where, with Religious Rites, their common Gods they 


In pureſt white, the Prieſts their Heads attire, 

And living Waters bear, and holy Fire: 

And o'er their Linnen Hoods, and ſhaded Hair, 

Long twiſted Wreaths of ſacred Vervain wear. 185 
In Order ifluing from the Town, appears _ 

The Latin Legion, arm'd with pointed Spears; 

And from the Fields, advancing on a Line, 

The Trojan and the Tuſcan Forces join: 

Their various Arms afford a pleaſing Sight; 199 

A peaceful Train they ſeem, in Peace prepar'd for Fight. 
Betwixt the Ranks the proud Commanders ride, 

Glitt'ring with Gold, and Veſts in Purple dy'd.. 

Here Mneſtheus Author of the Memmian Line, 

And there Meſapus born of Seed Divine. 195 

The Sign is giv'n, and round the liſted Space, 

Each Man in order fills his proper Place. 

Reclining on their ample Shields, they ſtand; 

And fix their pointed Lances in the Sand. 

Now, ſtudious of the ſight, a num'rous Throng 209 

Of either Sex promiſcuous, old and young, 
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Swarm from the Town: By thoſe who reſt behind, 
The Gates and Walls, and Houſes tops are lin'd. 
Mean time the Queen of Heav'n beheld the ſight, 

With Eyes unpleas'd, from Mount Albano's height: 
(Since call'd Albam, by ſucceding Fame, 206 
But then an empty Hill, without a Name.) 

She thence ſurvey'd the Field, the Trojan Pow'rs, 
The Latian Squadrons, and Laurentine Tow'rs. 

Then thus the Goddeſs of the Skies beſpake, 210 
With Sighs and Tears, the Goddeſs of the Lake; 
King Turnus Siſter, once a lovely Maid, 

Fer to the Luft of lawleſs Fove betray d, 

Compreſs d by Focce, bur by the grateful God, 

Now made the Nais of the neighb'ring Flood. 215 

O Nymph, the Pride of living Lakes, ſaid ſhe, 

O moſt renown'd, and moſt beloy'd by me, 

Long haſt thou known, nor need I to record 

The wanton fallies of my wand'ring Lord: | 
Of every Lartian fair, whom Fove miſ-led,, . 220 
To mount by Stealth my'violated Bed. 

To thee alone I grudg'd not his Embrace; 

But gaye a part of Heav'n, and an unenyy'd Place. 
Now learn from me, thy near approaching Grief, 
Nor think my Wiſhes want to thy Relief. 225 
While fortune favour'd, nor Heav'n's King deny'd, 
To lend my Succour to the Latian ſide, 

1 fav'd thy Brother, and the ſinking State: 

But now he ſtruggles with unequal Fate; 
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Mn. XII. NE IS. 775 
And goes with Gods averſe, o'ermatch'd in Might, 
To meet inevitable Death in Fight: 231 5 
Nor muſt I break the Truce, nor can ſuſtain the fight. 
Thou, if thou dar'ſt, thy preſent Aid ſupply; 

It well becomes a Siſter's Care to try. 

== At this the lovely Nymph, with Grief oppreſs'd, 235 
8 Thrice tore her Hair, and beat her comely Breaſt. 
| To whom Saturnia thus; thy Tears are late; 

= Haſte, ſnatch him, if he can be ſnatch'd from Fate: 

= 3M New Tumults kindle, violate the Truce; 
Who knows what changeful Fortune may produce? 
tis not a Crime t' attempt what 1 eee - . 241 
W Or if it were, diſcharge the Crime on me. 

She faid, and, failing on the winged Wind, 

Left the ſad Nywph ſuſpended i in her Mind. BI 
And now in Pomp the peaceful Kings appear: 15 
Four Steeds the Chariots of Latinus bear: 

Twelve golden Beams around his Temples Play, 

To mark his Lineage from the God of Day. 
Wo ſnowy Courſers Trurmus's Chariot yoke, 3 
And in his Hand two Maſly Spears he ſhook: 2 70 
Then iſſud from the Camp, in Arms Divine, 

| HEncas, Author of the Roman Line: 
And by his ſide Aſcanins took his Place, 

The ſecond Hope of Rome 's Immortal Race. 

27 rey in white, a rev'rend Prieſt appears; 255 
- And Offerings to the flaming Altars bears; | 
Ja n and a n that never ſuffer'd Shears. 
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Then, to the riſing Sun he turns his Eyes, 

And ſtrews the Beaſts, deſign'd for Sacrifice, 

With Salt, and Meal: With like officious Care 260 
He marks their Foreheads, and he clips their Hair. 
Betwixt their Horns the Purple Wine he ſheds, 
With the ſame gen'rous Juice the Flame he feeds. 
Zneas then unſheath'd his ſhining Sword, 

And thus-with pious Pray'rs the Gods ador'd. 265 

All-ſceing Sun, and thou Auſonian Soil, 

For which I have ſuſtain'd ſo long a Toil, 

Thou King of Heav'n, and thou the Queen of Air, 
(Propitious now, and reconciFd by Pray'r,) 

Thou God of War, whoſe unreſiſted Sway 270 
The Labours and Events of Arms obey; 

Ye living Fountains, and ye running Floods, 

All Pow'rs of Ocean, all Etherial Gods, 

Hear, and bear Record: if I fall in Field, 

Or Recreant in the Fight, to Turnus yield, 275 
My Trojans ſhall increaſe Evander's Town 
Aſcanius ſhall renounce th* Auſonian Crown: 

All Claims, all Queſtions of Debate ſhall ceaſe ; 

Nor he, nor they, with Force infringe the Peace. 
But if my juſter Arms prevail in Fight, 280 
As ſure they ſhall, if I divine aright, 

My Trojans ſhall not o'er th* Izalians Reign; 

Both equal, both unconquer'd ſhall remain : 
Join'd in their Laws, their Lands, and their Abodes; 
Ik but Altars for my weary Gods: : 285 


II. 


260 


70 
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The Care of thoſe Religious Rites be mine; 

The Crown to King Latinus I reſign: 

His be the Sov'raign Sway. Nor will I ſhare 

His Pow'r in Peace, or his Command in War. 

For me, my Friends another Town ſhall frame, 290 


And bleſs the rifing Tow'rs, with fair Lavinia's Name, 


Thus he. Then with erected Eyes and Hands, 


| The Latian King before his Altar ſtands. 


By the ſame Heav'n, ſaid he, and Earth, and Main, 


And all the Pow'rs, that all the three contain; 295 
By Hell below, and by that upper God, his Nod; 
4 Whoſe Thunder figns the Peace, who ſeals it with 
So let Latona's double Offspring hear, 


And double fronted amis, what I ſwear 

I touch the ſacred Altars, touch the Flames, 300 
And all thoſe Pow'rs atteſt, and all their Names: 
Whatever Chance befall on either Side, 

No term of time this Union ſhall divide: 

No Force, no Fortune, ſhall my Vows unbind, 


Or ſhake the ſtedfaſt Tenour of my Mind: 305 


Not tho? the circling Seas ſhou'd break their Bound, 


O'erflow the Shores, or ſap the ſolid Ground 


Not tho' the Lamps of Heav'n their Spheres forſake, 
Hurl'd down, and hifling in the neather Lake: 

Ev'n as this Royal Scepter, (for he bore 310 
A Scepter in his Hand) ſhall never more 

Shoot out in Branches, or renew the Birth; 

(An Orphan now, cut from the Mother Earth 
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By the keen Axe, diſhonour'd of its Hair, 
And cas'd in Braſs, for Latian Kings to bear.) 315 


When thus in publick view the Peace was ty'd, His Sh 
With ſolemn Vows, and ſworn on either ſide, And I 
All dues perform'd which holy Rites require For 
The Victim Beaſts are ſlain before the Fire: Of on 
The trembling Entrails from their Bodies torn, 32a | Can w 
And to the fatten'd Flames in Chargers born. Our C 

Already the Ruruliaus deem their Man | View 
O'crmatch'd in Arms, before the Fight began. : And I 
Firſt riſing Fears are whiſper'd thro' the Crowd; Undai 
Then, gath'ring ſound, they murmur more aloud. 325 Scarce 
Now {ide to fide, they meaſure with their Eyes 4 Turms 
The Champions bulk, their Sine ws, and their Siſe: Shall! 
The nearer they approach, the more is known or ch 
TH apparent Diſadvantage of their own. Succe. 
Turnus himſelf, appears in publick ſight, 330 But y. 
Conſcious of Fate, deſponding of the Fight. For F 
Slowly he moves; and at his Altar ſtands _ Thoſe 
With Eyes dejected, and with trembling Hands: ; W hic 
And while he mutters undiſtinguiſh'd Pray'rs, WI 
A livid deadneſs in his Checks appears. 335 KA riſi 

With anxious Pleaſure when Fuzurna view'd Then 
TH' increaſing Fright of the mad Multitude, With 
When their ſhort Sighs, and thickning Sobs ſhe heard, | Then 
And found their ready Minds for Change prepar'd And 
Diſſembling her immortal Form, ſhe took 340 Ne 


Camertus Meen, his Habit, and his Look; | Witt 


bi 

} 1 

| 
0 
11 
11 
1! 

| 


[ 


__— 


— a 


20 


7 


E 


En. XII. N IS. 779 


A Chief of ancient Blood: in Arms well known 

Was his great Sire, and he, his greater Son. 

His Shape aſſum'd, amid the Ranks ſhe ran, 

And humouring their firſt Motions, thus began. 345 
For ſhame, Rutulians, can you bear the ſight, 

Of one expos'd for all, in ſingle Fight? 

Can we, before the Face of Heav'n, confeſs 

Our Courage colder, or our Numbers leſs? 

View all the Trojan Hoaſt, th' Arcadian Band, 359 

And Tuſcan Army; count em as they ſtand, 

Undaunted to the Battel, if we go, 

Scarce ev'ry ſecond Man will ſhare a Foe. 


* Turmss, tis true, in this unequal Strife 


Shall loſe, with Honour, his devoted Life: 255 


Or change it rather for immortal Fame, 


1 ** 1 


Succeeding to the Gods, from whence he came: 
But you, a ſervile, and inglorious Band, 
For Foreign Lords ſhall ſow your Native Land. 
Thoſe fruitful Fields, your fighting Fathers gain'd, 
Which have ſo long their lazy Sons ſuſtain'd. 361 
With Words like theſe, ſhe carry'd her Deſign; 
A riſing Murmur runs along the Line. 
Then ev'n the City Troops, and Latians, tir'd 
With tedious War, ſeem with new Souls inſpir'd: zar 
Their Champion's Fate with Pity they lament; 
And of the League, ſo lately ſworn, repent. 
Nor fails the Goddeſs to foment the Rage 
With lying Wonders, and a falſe Preſage: 
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But adds a Sign, which, preſent to their Eyes, 37o 
Inſpires new Courage, and a glad Surprize. 

For, ſudden, in the fiery Tracts above, 

Appears in Pomp th' Imperial Bird of Fove : 

A plump of Fowl he ſpies, that ſwim the Lakes; 


And o'er their Heads his ſounding Pinions ſhakes. 375 i 


Then ſtooping on the faireſt of the Train, 
In his ſtrong Tallons truſs'd a ſilver Swan. 
Th' Talians wonder at th? unuſual fight; 
But while he lags, and labours in his flight, 
Behold the Daſtard Fowl return anew ; 
And with united force the Foe purſue : 
Clam'rous around the Royal Hawk they fly; 
And thick'ning in a Cloud, o'erſhade the Sky. 
They cuff, they ſcratch, they croſs his airy Courſe ; 
Nor can th' incumber'd Bird ſuſtain their Force: 385 
But vex'd, not vanquiſh'd, drops the pond'rous Prey; ; 
And, lighten'd of his Burthen, wings his Way. 

Th' Auſonian Bands with Shouts ſalute the ſight: 
Eager of Action, and demand the Fight. 


389 


Then King Tolumnius, vers'd in Augurs Arts, 390 
Cries out, and thus his boaſted Skill imparts. 

At length tis granted, what I long defir'd; 

This, this is what my frequent Vows requir'd. 

Ye Gods, I take your Omen, and obey: 394 


Advance, my Friends, and charge, I lead the Way. 
Theſe are the Foreign Foes, whoſe impious Band, 
Like that rapacious Bird, infeſt our Land: 


| By Stre 
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75 þ Poiz'd in his lifted Arm, his Lance he threw. 
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But ſoon, like him, they ſhall be forc'd to Sea 

By Strength united, and forego the Prey: _ 

"Your timely Succour to your Country bring; 429 
"Haſte to the Reſcue and redeem your King. 


He ſaid : And preſſing onward, thro the Crew, 


The winged Weapon, whiſtling in the Wind, 


Came driving on; nor miſs'd the Mark defign'd. 455 


At once the Cornel rattled in the Skies 


At once tumultuous Shouts, and Clamours riſe. 
Nine Brothers in a goodly Band there ſtood, 
Born of Arcadian mix'd with Tuſcan Blood: 


'Gylippus Sons: the fatal Jav'lin flew, 410 

Aim'd at the midmoſt of the friendly Crew. 

A Paſſage thro! the jointed Arms it found, 
Juſt where the Belt was to the Body bound; 8 
And ſtruck the gentle Vouth, extended on the Ground. 


Then fir d with pious Rage, the gen'rous Train 415 


? Run madly forward, to revenge the ſlain. 
And ſome with eager haſte their Javilins throw; 
And ſome, with Sword in hand, aſſault the Foe. 


The wiſh'd Infult the Latine Troops embrace; * 


; And meet their Ardour in the middle Space. 422 
| The Trojans, Tuſcans, and Arcadian Line, | 


With equal Courage obviate their Deſign. 


| Peace leaves the violated Fields; and Hate 
Both Armies urges to their mutual Fate. 


, 
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With impious Haſte their Altars are o'erturn'd, 427 And, a 
The Sacrifice half broil'd, and half unburn'd. Advance 
Thick Storms of Steel from either Army fly, Iiis bri 
And Clouds of claſhing Darts obſcure the Sky: The ci 
Brands from the Fire, are miſſive Weapons made; Follov 
With Chargers, Bowls, and all the Prieſtly Trade. 430 Þ With 
Latinus frighted, haſtens from the Fray, The p 
And bears his unreguarded Gods away. And p 
Theſe on their Horſes vault, thoſe yoke the Car; i WI 
The reſt with Swords on high, run headlong to the War. The £ 
Meſſapus, eager to confound to Peace, 435 swift! 
Spurr'd his hot Courſer thro' the fighting Preace, Full 
At King Auleſtes; by his Purple known 5 Thel 
A Tiaſcan Prince, and by his Regal Crown: 5 ; And « 
And with a Shock encount'ring, bore him down. | Warr 
Backward he fell; and as his Fate deſign d, 440 a 
The Ruins of an Altar were behind: | | An I 
There pitching on his Shoulders, and his Head, And 
Amid the ſcatt'ring Fires he lay ſupinely ſpread. But 
The beamy Spear, deſcending from above, Bare 
His Cuiraſs pierc'd, and thro' his Body drove. 445 In ſi 
Then, with a ſcornful Smile, the Victor cries; Wh 
The Gods have found a fitter Sacrifice. Infl⸗ 
Greedy of Spoils, th' Iralians ſtrip the dead Frot 
Of his rich Armour; and uncrown his Head. By | 
Prieſt Dori naus arm'd his better Hand, 459 The 
From his own Altar, with a blazing Brand: / Dif 
| 'Th 
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And, as Ebuſus with a thund'ring Pace 
! Advanc'd to Battel, daſh'd it on his Face: 
Vis briſtly Beard ſhines out with ſudden Fires, 
The crackling Crop a noiſom ſcent expires. 455 
Following the blow, he ſeiz'd his curling Crown 
With his left Hand; his other caſt him down. 
The proſtrate Body with his Knees he preſs'd; 
And plung'd his holy Ponyard in his Breaſt. 


While Podalirius, with his Sword, purſu'd 460 


ne Shepherd Alſ#s thro' the flying Crowd, 

| Swiftly he turns; and aims a deadly Blow, 

Full on the Front of his unwary Foe. 

The broad Axe enters, with a craſhing Sound, 464 
And cleaves the Chin, with one continu'd Wound: 
* Warm Blood, and mingled Brains, beſmear his Arms 


around. 


An Iron Sleep his ſtupid Eyes oppreſs'd, 
And ſeal'd their heavy Lids in endleſs reſt. 


But good Areas ruſh'd amid the Bands, 

Bare was his Head, and naked were his Hands, 470 
In ſign of Truce: Then thus he cries aloud, 

What ſudden Rage, what new Deſire of Blood 
Inflames your alter'd Minds ? O Trojans ceaſe 

From impious Arms, nor violate the Peace. 

By Human Sanctions, and by Laws Divine, 475 
The terms are all agreed, the War is mine. 

Diſmiſs our Fears, and let the Fight enſue; 

This Hand alone ſhall right the Gods and you: 
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Our injur'd Altars, and their broken Vow, 
To this avenging Sword the faithleſs Turnus owe. 480 Exult 
Thus while he ſpoke, unmindful of Defence, His fr 
A winged Arrow ftruck the Pious Prince. 
But whether from ſome Human Hand it came, 
Or Hoſftile God, is left unknown by Fame: 
No Human Hand, or Hoſtile God was found, 485 
To boaſt the Triumph of ſo baſe a Wound. 
When Turnus ſaw the Trojan quit the Plain, 
His Chiefs diſmay'd, his Troops a fainting Train: 
Th' unhop'd Event his heighten'd Soul inſpires, 
At once his Arms and Courſers he requires. 49: 
Then, with a leap, his lofty Chariot gains, 
And with a ready hand aſſumes the Reins. 
He drives impetuous, and where-c'er he goes, 
He leaves behind a Lane of ſlaughter'd Foes. 
Theſe his Lance reaches, over thoſe he rowls 497 
His rapid Car, and cruſhes out their Souls : 
In vain the vanquiſh'd fly; the Victor ſends 
'The dead Mens Weapons ar rheir living Friends. 
Thus on the Banks of Hebrus freezing Flood 
The God of Battel's in his angry Mood, roc 
Claſhing his Sword againſt his brazen Shield, 
Lets looſe the Reins, and ſcours along the Field: 
Before the Wind his fiery Courſers fly, 
Groans the {ad Earth, reſounds the ratling Sky. 
Wrath, Terror, Treaſon, Tumult, and Deſpair, oy 8 


Dire Faces, and deform'd, ſurround the Car; 
Friends of the God, and Followers of the War. 
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489 


455 


49: 


495 


oo 


With Fury not unlike, nor leſs Diſdain, 
Exulting Turnus flies along the Plain: 
His ſmoaking Horſes, at their utmoſt Speed, 710 
He laſhes on; and urges o'er the dead. 


| Their Fetlocks run with Blood; and when they bound, 


The Gore, and gath'ring Duſt, are daſh'd around. 
Thamyris and Pholus, Maſters of the War, 

He kill'd at hand, but Srhelenus afar : ſig 
From far the Sons of Imbracas he ſlew, 

Glaucus, and Lades, of the Lycian Crew: 


Both taught to fight on Foot, in Battel join'd; 
Or mount the Courſer that outſtrips the Wind. 


Mean time Eumedes, vaunting in the Field, 520 
New fir'd the Trojans, and their Foes repell'd. 
This Son of Dolon bore his Grandfire's Name; 
But emulated more his Father's Fame. 
His guileful Father, ſent a nightly Spy, | 
The Grecian Camp and Order to deſcry : 52 
Hard Enterpriſe, and well he might require | 
Achilles Carr, and Horſes for his hire: 
But, met upon the Scout, th* Eralian Prince 
In Death beſtow'd a juſter Recompence. 
Fierce Turms view'd the Trojan from afar z 
And lanch'd his Jav'lin from his lofty Carr: 


130 


Then lightly leaping down purſu'd the Blow, 


And, preſſing with his Foot, his proſtrate Foe, 
Wrench'd from his feeble hold the ſhining Sword; 
And plung'd it in the Boſom of its Lord, 737 
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Poſſeſs, ſaid he, the fruit of all thy Pains, 

And meaſure, at thy length, our Latian Plains. 

Thus are my Foes rewarded by my hand, [Land. 

Thus may they build their Town, and thus enjoy the 
Then Dares, Butes, Sybaris he flew, £40 

Whom Oer his Neck the flound'ring Courſer threw. 

As when loud Boreas with his bluſt ring Train, 

Stoops from above, incumbent on the Main; 

Where: e' er he flies, he drives the Rack before; 


And rowls the Billows on th' Agean Shore: 745 

So where reſiſtleſs Turns takes his Courſe, 

The ſcatter'd Squadrons bend before his force: a * 
His Creſt of Horſes Hair is blown behind, W if 


By adverſe Air; and ruſtles in the Wind. Wo 
This, haughty Phegeus ſaw with high Diſdain, ſſo ; pet 


And as the Chariot rowl'd along the Plain, 

Light from the Ground he leapt, and ſeiz d the Rein. 
Thus hung in Air, he ſtill retain'd his hold; 

The Courſers frighted, and their Courſe control d. 
The Lance of Turms reach'd him as he hung, pyy 
And pierc'd his plated Arms; but paſs d along, 

And only raz'd the Skin: he turn'd, and held 
Againſt his threatning Foe his ample Shield: 

Then call'd for Aid : But while he cry'd in vain, 

The Chariot bore him backward on the Plain. $560 
He lies revers'd; the Victor King deſcends, 

And ſtrikes ſo juſtly where his Helmet ends, 


He 
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He lops the Head. The Latian Fields are drunk 
Wich ſtreams that iſſue from the bleeding Trunk. 
While he triumphs, and while the Trojans yield, 565 
The wounded Prince'is forc'd to leave the Field: 
Strong Mneftheus, and Achates often try'd, 
And young Aſcanius, weeping by his fide, 
Conduct him to his Tent: Searce can he rear 
His Limbs from Earth, ſupported on his Spear. 570 
Reſolv'd in Mind, regardleſs of the Smart, 
He tugs with both his Hands, and breaks the Dart. 
The Steel remains. No readier way he found 
To draw the Weapon, than t' inlarge the Wound.” 
Eager of Fight, impatient of delay, E 
He begs; and his unwilling Friends obey. 

Lapis was at hand to prove his Art, 
Whoſe blooming Youth ſo fir'd 4pollv's Heart, 
That for his Love he proffer'd to beſtow | 
His tuneful Harp, and his unerring Bow : 580 
The pious Youth, more ſtudious how to fave 
His aged Sire, now ſinking to the Grave, 
Preferr'd the pow'r of Plants, and ſilent Praiſe 
Of healing Arts, before Phzbeian Bays. 

Propꝰd on his Lance the penſive Heroe ſtood, 78 7 
And heard, and ſaw unmov'd, the mourning Crowd. 
The fam'd Phyſician tucks his Robes around, 
Wich ently Hands, and haſtens to the Wound. 
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With gentle Touches he performs his part, 
This way and that, ſolliciting the Dart, 88 
And exerciſes all his Heav'nly Art. 
All ſoftning Simples, known of Sov'raign Uſe, 
He preſſes out, and pours their noble Juice; 
Theſe firſt infus'd, to lenifie the Pain, 
He tugs with Pincers, but he tugs in vain. 595 
Then, to the Patron of his Art he pray'd; 
The Patron of his Art refus'd his Aid. 
Mean time the War approaches to the Tents; 
Th' Allarm grows hotter, and the Noiſe augments : 
The driving Duſt proclaims the Danger near, 600 
And firſt their Friends, and then their Foes appears 
Their Friends retreat, their Foes purſue the Rear. 
The Camp is fill'd with Terror and Affright, 
The hiſſing Shafts within the Trench alight: 604 
An undiſtinguiſh'd Noiſe aſcends the Sky; dye. 
The Shouts of thoſe who kill, and Groans of thoſe who 
But now the Goddeſs Mother, mov'd with Grief, 
And pierc'd with Pity, haſtens her Relief. 
A branch of healing Dittany ſhe brought, 
Which in the Cretan Fields with Care the ſought: 610 
Rough is the Stem, which wooly Leafs ſurround ; 
The Leafs with Flow'rs, the Flow'rs with Purple 
Well known to wounded Goats ; a ſure Relief [cr own'd: 
To draw the pointed Steel, and eaſe the Grief. 
This Venus brings, in Clouds involv'd; and brews 61 7 
Th' extracted Liquor with Auibraſan Dews, 
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And od'rous Panacee : Unſeen ſhe ſtands, 
> Temp'ring the mixture with her Heav'nly Hands: 
And pours it in a Bowl, already crownd Wound. 
With Juice of medc'nal herbs prepar'd to bathe the 
The Leech, unknowing of ſuperior Art, 621 5 


Which aids the Cure, with this foments the part; 
95 And in a Moment ceas'd the raging ſmart. 

Stanch'd is the Blood, and in the bottom ſtands : 

The Steel, but ſcarcely touch'd with tender Hands, 
Moves up, and follows of its own Accord; 626 
And Health and Vigour are at once reſtor'd. 

I Tipis firſt perceiv d the cloſing Wound; 

And firſt the footſteps of a God he found. 

Arms, Arms, he cries, the Sword and Shield prepare, 

And ſend the willing Chief, renew'd to War. 631 

24 his is no Mortal Work, no cure of mine, 

Nor Art's effect, but done by Hands Divine: 

ro Some God our General to the Battel ſends; 

Some God preſerves his Life for greater Ends. 635 
The Heroe arms in haſte: His hands infold 

His Thighs with Cuiſſes of refulgent Gold: 
to Inflam'd to fight, and ruſhing to the Field, 

That Hand ſuſtaining the Celeſtial Shield, h 
This gripes the Lance; and with ſuch Vigour ſhakes, 
That to the reſt the beamy Weapon quakes. 641 
Then, with a cloſe Embrace he ſtrain'd his Son; 

7 [And kiſſing thro? his Helmet, thus begun. 
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My Son, from my Example learn the War, 

In Camps to ſuffer, and in Fields to dare: 645 
But happier Chance than mine attend thy Care. 

Tbis Day my hand thy tender Age ſhall ſhicld, 

And crown with Honours of the conquer'd Field: 
Thoy, when thy riper Years ſhall fend thee forth, | 
To toils of War, be mindful of my Worth: 650 Þþ 
Aſlert thy birtheight; and in Arms be known, 
For Hettar's Nephew, and nc as's Son. 

He ſaid, and, ſtriding, iſſu'd on the Plain; 
Anteus, and Mheftheus, and a num'rous Train i 
Attend his Steps: The reſt their Weapons take, 655 Þ 
And crowding to the Field, the Camp forfake. | 
A eloud of blinding Dutt is. rais'd around; 

L abours beneath their Feet the trembling Ground. 

Now Turnus, poſted on a Hill, from far 
Beheld the progreſs. of the moving, War: 660 | 
With him the Latius view'd the cover'd Plains; 
And the chill, Blood ran backward in their Veins. 
Futurna (4x thi advancing Troops appear; 

And heard the hoſtile Sound, and: fled for Fear. ö 
Fneas leads; and draws a ſweeping Train, 665 Þ 
Clos'd in their Ranks, and pouring on the Plain. | 
As when. a Whirlwind ruthing to the Shore, 
From the mid Ocean, drives the Waves before: 
The painful Hind, with heavy Heart foreſees, 
The flatted Fields, and flaughter of the Trees; 676 
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With leſs impeteous Rage the Prince appears, 

Before his doubled Front; nor leſs Deſtruction bears. 
And now both Armies ſhock, in open Field; 

Ofſyris is by ſtrong Thymbreus kill'd. 


} Archetius, Ufens, Epnlon, are ſlain; 677 


650 * (All fam'd in Arms, and of the Latian Train; 


By Gyas, Mneſtheus, and Achates Hand: 


The fatal Augur falls, by whoſe command 

The Truce was broken, and whoſe Lance embru'd 

With Trojan Blood, th' unhappy Fight renew'd. 659 

655 N Loud Shouts and Clamours rend the liquid Sky 3 
And o'er the Field the frighted Larins fly. 

The Prince diſdains the Daſtards to purſue, 


Nor moves to meet in Arms the fighting few : 

Turnus alone, amid the dusky Plain, 655 
He ſeeks, and to the Combat calls in vain. 

Jururna heard, and ſeiz'd with Mortal Fear, 

Forc'd from the Beam her Brother's Charioteer; 
Aſſumes his Shape, his Armour, and his Meen; 


And like Meriſcrs, in his Seat is ſeen. 690 


As the black Swallow near the Palace plies; 
O'er empty Courts, and under Arches flies 
Now hawks aloft, now skims along the Flood, 
To furniſh her loquacious Neſt with Food: 


So drives the rapid Goddeſs o'er the Plains; 695 


The ſmoaking Horſes run with looſen'd Reins. 
She ſteers a various Courſe among the Foes; 
Noy here, now there, her conqu'ring Brother ſhows: 
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Now with a ſtraight; now with a wheeling flight, 
She turns, and bends, but ſhuns the ſingle Fight. 700 
EAneas, fir'd with Fury, breaks the Crowd, 
And ſeeks his Foe, and calls by Name aloud : 
He runs within a narrower Ring, and tries 
To ſtop the Chariot, but the Chariot flies. 
If he but gain a glimps, Juturna fears, 705 
And far away the Daunian Heroe bears. 
W hat ſhou'd he do! nor Arts nor Arms avail ; 
And various Cares in vain his Mind aſſail. 
The great Meſſapus thund'ring thro' the Field, 
In his left hand two pointed Jav'lings held ; 710 
Encountring on the Prince, one Dart he drew, 
And with unerring aim, and utmoſt Vigour threw. 
FEneas ſaw it come, and ſtooping low 
Beneath his Buckler, ſhunn'd the threatning blow. 
The Weapon hiſs'd above his Head, and tore 715 
The waving Plume, which on his Helm he wore. 
Forc'd by this hoſtile Act, and fir'd with ſpight, 
That flying Turnus ſtill declin'd the Fight; 
The Prince, whoſe Piety had long repell'd 
His inborn ardour, now invades the Field: 720 
Invokes the Pow'rs of violated Peace, 
Their Rites, and injur'd Altars to redreſs : 
Then, to his Rage abandoning the Rein, 
With Blood and ſlaughter'd Bodies fills the Plain. 
What God can tell, what Numbers can diſplay 725 
The various Labours of that fatal Day! | 
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What Chiefs, and Champions fell on either ſide, 

In Combat lain, or by what Deaths they dy'd? 
Whom Turnus, whom the Trojan Heroe kill'd: 
Who ſhar'd the Fame, and fortune of the Field? 730 


| Two jarring Nations join'd in cruel fight, 


Jove, cou'dſt thou view, and not avert thy fight, 
| Who Leagues of laſting Love ſo ſhortly ſhall unite! 


Aneas firſt Rutulian Sucro found, 


| Whoſe Valour made the Trojans quit their Ground: 
Betwixt his Ribs the Jav'lin drove ſo juſt, 736 
It reach'd his Heart, nor needs a ſecond Thruſt. 

ö Now Turnus, at two blows, two Brethren ſlew; 
Firſt from his Horſe fierce Amycus he threw; ä 
Then leaping on the Ground, on Foot aſſail'd 740 


Diores, and in equal Fight prevail'd. 


Their lifeleſs Trunks he leaves upon the place; 
Their Heads diſtilling Gore, his Chariot grace. 


Three cold on Earth the Trojan Heroe threw ; 


Whom without reſpite at one Charge he flew: 745 
Cetbegus, Tanais, Tagus, fell oppreſs'd, 
And fad Onyzbes, added to the reſt; 

Of Theban Blood, whom Peridia bore. 


Turnus, two Brothers from the Lycian Shore, 


And from Apollu's Fane to Battel ſent, 750 


Oferthrew, nor Phebus cou'd their Fate prevent. 
Peaceful Menetes after theſe he kill'd, 


Who long had ſhunn'd the Dangers of the Field: 
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On Lerne's Lake a ſilent Life he led, 

And with his Nets and Angle earn'd his Bread. 755 
Nor pompous Cares, nor Palaces he knew, 

But wiſely from th' infectious World withdrew. 

Poor was his Houſe; his Father's painful Hand 
Diſcharg'd his Rent, and plough'd another's Land. 

As Flames among the lofty Woods are thrown, 760 
On diff rent ſides, and both by Winds are blown, 
The Laurels crackle in the ſputt'ring Fire 
The frighted Silvans from their Shades retire: 

Or as two neighb'ring Torrents fall from high, 
Rapid they run; the foamy Waters fry : 765 
They rowl to Sea with unreſiſted Force, 

And down the Rocks precipitate their Courſe : 

Not with leſs rage the Rival Heroes take 

Their diff 'rent Ways; nor leſs Deſtruction make. 
With Spears afar, with Swords at hand they ſtrike; 
And zeal of Slaughter fires their Souls alike. 77¹ 
Like them, their dauntleſs Men maintain the Field, 
And Hearts are pierc'd unknowing how to yield: 
They blow for blow return, and wound for wound; 
And heaps of Bodies raiſe the level Ground. 775 

Murranus, boaſting of his Blood, that ſprings 

From a long Royal Race of Latian Kings, 

Is by the Trojan from his Chariot thrown, 

Cruſh'd with the Weight of an unweildy Stone: 
Betwixt the W heels he fell; the Wheels that bore 
His living Load, his dying Body tore. 781 
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His ſtarting Streds, to ſhun the glitt'ring Sword, 


r. 795 


Paw down his trampled Limbs, forgetful of their Lord. 


Fierce Hillus threaten'd high; and face to face 


The Prince encounter d him in full Carreer, 


And at his Temples aim'd the deadly Spear: 

| So fatally the flying Weapon ſped, 

That thro' his Brazen Helm it pierc'd his Head. 
Nor Ciſſeus cou'dft thau ſcape from Turnus hand, 790 
In vain the ſtrongeſt of th' Arcadian Band: 4 
Nor to Gipentus cou'd his Gods afford, 

| Availing Aid againſt th' Aneau Sword: 
Which to his naked Heart purſu'd the Courſe : 
Nor could his plated Shield ſuſtain the Force. gy 


Islas fell, whom not the Grecian Pow'rs, 


Nor great Subvertor of the Trojan Tow'rs, 
Were doom'd to kill, while Heav'n prolong'd his Date: 
But who can paſs the Bounds prefix d by Fate? 


In high Lyrneſus, and in Tr, he held 


Two Palaces, and was from each expelld: 


Of all the mighty Man, the laſt Remains 
A little ſpot of Foreign Earth contains. 

And now both Hoſts their broken Troops unite, 
In equal Ranks, and mix in mortal Fight. 
Sereſtbus, and undaunted Mneſtheus join 
The Trojan, Tuſcan, and Arcadian Line: 

Sea-born Meſſapus, with Atinas, heads 
The Latin Squadrons, and to Battel leads. 


| Aﬀronted Turnus in the middle ſpace : 787 


808 


8oy 
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They ſtrike, they puſh, they throng the ſcanty ſpace; 
Reſolv'd on Death, impatient of Diſgrace 81 8 
And where one falls, another fills his Place. 

The Cyprian Goddeſs now inſpires her Son 

To leave th' unfiniſh'd Fight, and ſtorm the Town. 
For while he rowls his Eyes around the Plain, 815 
In queſt of Turnus, whom he ſeeks in vain, 
He views th' unguarded City from afar, 
In careleſs quiet, and ſecure of War: 
Occaſion offers, and excites his Mind, 
To dare beyond the Task he firſt deſign'd. 820 
Reſolv'd, he calls his Chiefs: they leave the Fight; 
Attended thus, he takes a neighb'ring Height : 
The crowding Troops about their Gen'ral ſtand, 
All under Arms, and wait his high Command. 
Then thus the lofty Prince: Hear and obey, 825 
Ye Ir9jan Bands, without the leaſt delay. 
Fove 1s with us, and what I have decreed 
Requires our utmoſt Vigour, and our Speed. 
Your inſtant Arms againſt the Town prepare; 
The ſource of Miſchief, and the Seat of War. 830 
This Day the Latian Tow'rs, that mate the Sky, 
Shall level with the Plain in Aſhes lye: 
The People ſhall be Slaves; unleſs in time 
They kneel for Pardon, and repent their Crime. 
Twice have our Foes been vanquiſnh'd on the Plain; 
Then ſhall I wait till Turms will be ſlain? $36 
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Your Force againſt the perjur'd City bend: 
There it began, and there the War ſhall end. 
The Peace profan'd our rightful Arms requires: 


797 


Cleanſe the polluted Place with purging Fires. 840 


He finiſh'd; and one Soul inſpiring all, 
Form'd in a Wedge, the Foot approach the W all. 


Without the Town, an unprovided Train 

Of gaping, gazing Citizens are ſlain. 

N Some Firebrands, others ſcaling Ladders bear; 847 
And thoſe they toſs aloft, and theſe they rear : | 
The Flames now lanch'd, the feather'd Arrows fly, 
The Clouds of miſhve Arms obſcure the Sky. 

= Advancing to the Front the Heroe ſtands, 

And ſtretching out to Heav'n his Pious Hands; 8 70 


Atteſts the Gods, aſſerts his Innocence, 

Upbraids with breach of Faith th' Auſonian Prince: 

Declares the Royal Honour doubly ſtain'd, 

And twice the Rites of holy Peace profan'd. 
Diſſenting Clamours in the 'Town ariſe; . 85 

Each will be heard, and all at once adviſe. 

One part for Peace, and one for War contends : 

Some wou'd exclude their Foes, and ſome admit their 

The helpleſs King is hurry'd in the Throng; | Friends 

And what c'er Tide prevails, is born * 860 

Thus when the Swain, within a hollow Rock, 

Invades the Bees with ſuffocating Smoke, 

They run around, or labour on their Wings, 

Diſus'd to flight ; and ſhoot their ſleepy Stings: 


798 VIRGIL: En. XII. 


To ſhun the bitter Fumes in vain they try; 865 
Black Vapours, iſſuing from the Vent, involve the Sky. 
But Fate, and envious Fortune, now prepare 
To plunge the Larins in the laſt deſpair. 
The Queen, who ſaw the Foes invade the Town 3 
And Brands on tops of burning Houſes thrown: 879 
Caſt round her Eyes, diſtracted with her Fear; 
No Troops of Turnus in the Field appear. 
Once more ſhe ſtares abroad, but till in vain: 
And then concludes the Royal Youth is lain. 
Mad with her Anguiſh, impotent to bear 875 
The mighty Grief, ſhe loaths the vital Air. 
She calls her ſelf the Cauſe of all this Ill, 
And own the dire Effects of her ungovern'd Will: 
She raves againſt the Gods, ſhe beats her Breaſt, 
She tears with both her hands her Purple Veſt. 880 
Then round a Beam a running Nooſe ſhe ty'd; 
And, faſten'd by the Neck, obſcenely dy'd. 
Soon as the fatal News by Fame was blown, 
And to her Dames, and to her Daughter known; 
The ſad Lavinia rends her yellow Hair, 885 


And roſie Cheeks; the reſt her Sorrow ſhare: 

With Shrieks the Palace rings, and Madneſs of Deſpair. 
The ſpreading Rumor fills the Publick Place; 
Confuſion, Fear, Diſtraction, and Diſgrace, 
And filent Shame, are ſeen in ev'ry Face. 890 
Latinus tears his Garments as he goes, 

Both for his publick, and his private Woes: 


8 
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With Filth his venerable Beard beſmears, 

And ſordid Duſt deforms his Silver Hairs. 

And much he blames the ſoftneſs of his Mind, 8957 
Obnoxious to the Charms of Womankind, 5 
And ſoon ſeduc'd to change, what he ſo well deſign'd: 


| To break the folemn League fo long deſir'd, 
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Nor finiſh what his Fates, and thoſe of Try requir'd. 
Now Turnus rowls aloof o'er empty Plains, 900 

And here and there ſome ſtragling Foes he gleans. 

His flying Courſers pleaſe him leſs and leſs, 

Aſham'd of eaſie Fight, and cheap Succeſs. 

Thus half contented, anxious in his Mind, 

The diſtant Cries come driving in the Wind: g9oy 

Shouts from the W alls, but Shouts in Murmurs drown'd 5 

A jarring mixture, and a boding ſound. 

Alas, ſaid he, what mean theſe diſmal Cries, 

What doleful Clamours from the Town ariſe? 

Confus'd he ſtops, and backward pulls the Reins: gte 

She, who the Driver's Office now ſuſtains, 

Replies; Neglect, my Lord, theſe new Alarms; 

Here fight, and urge the Fortune of your Arms : 

There want not others to defend the Wall: 

If by your Rivals Hand th' [zalzars fall, oro 

So ſhall your fatal Sword his Friends oppreſs, 

In Honour equal, equal in Succeſs. 

To this, the Prince; O Siſter, (for I knew 
The Peace infring'd, proceeded firſt from you,) 
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I knew you, when you mingled firſt in Fight, 920 
And now in vain you wou'd deceive my Sight : 
Why, Goddeſs, this unprofitable Care? 

Who ſent you down from Heav*n, involv'd in Air, 
Your ſhare of Mortal Sorrows to ſuſtain, 

And ſee your Brother bleeding on the Plain? 925 
For, to what Pow'r can Turnus have recourſe, 

Or how reſiſt his Fates prevailing force ! 

Theſe Eyes beheld Murranus bite the Ground, 
Mighty the Man, and mighty was the Wound. 

I heard my deareſt Friend, with dying Breath, 930 
My Name invoking to revenge his Death: 

Brave Ufens fell with Honour on the Place ; 

To ſhun the ſhameful fight of my diſgrace. 

On Earth ſupine, a Manly Corps he lies; 

His Veſt and Armour are the Victor's Prize. 935 
Then, ſhall I ſee Laurentum in a flame, 

Which only wanted to compleat my ſhame ? 

How will the Latius hoot their Champion's flight; 
How Drances will inſult, and point them to the fight! 
Is Death ſo hard to bear? Ye Gods below, 940 
(Since thoſe above ſo ſmall Compaſſion ſhow,) 
Receive a Soul unſully'd yet with ſhame, 

Which not belies my great Forefather's Name. 

He ſaid: And while he ſpoke, with flying ſpeed, 
Came Sages urging on his foamy Steed; | 945 
Fix'd on his wounded Face a Shaft he bore, 

And ſeeking Turnus ſent his Voice before: 


0 
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Turms, on vou, on you alone depends 
Our laſt R lief; compaſſionate your Friends. 


Like Li; tning, fierce Mneas, rowling on, go 
| With Arms inveſts, with Flames invades the Town: 

| The Pra:ids ar: toſs'd on high; the Winds conſpire 
To rive along the Deluge of the Fire: 

All Eyes are fix d on you; your Foes rejoice; 

; Ev'n the King ſtaggers, and ſuſpends his Choice: yy 
Doubts to deliver, or defend the Town; 

* Whom to reject, or whom to call his Son. 

; The Queen, on whom your utmoſt hopes were plac'd, 


Her ſelf ſuborning Death, has breath'd her laſt. 
| Tis true, Meſſapus, fearleſs of his Fate, 960 


: With fierce Atinas Aid, defends the Gate: 
On ev'ry fide ſurrounded by the Foe; 


The more they kill, the greater Numbers grow; 8 


; An Iron Harveſt mounts, and ſtill remains to mow. 


ö Vou, far aloof from your forſaken Bands, 965 


Lour rowling Chariot drive o'er empty Sands. 


Stupid he fate, his Eyes on Earth declin'd, 
And various Cares revolving in his Mind: 
| Rage boiling from the bottom of his Breaſt, 969 
And Sorrow mix'd with Shame, his Soul oppreſs'd: 
And conſcious Worth lay lab'ring in his Thought; 
And Love by Jealouſie to Madneſs wrought. 
By flow degrees his Reaſon drove away 
The Mitts of Paſſion, and reſum'd her Sway. 
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Then, riſing on his Cas, he turm d his Look; ory 
And ſaw the Town involvy'& in Fire and Smoke. 

A wooden Tow'r with Flames already blaa'd, 

Which his 6wn Hands on Beams and Rafters rais'd : 

And Bridges laid above to join the Space; 

And Wheels below to row! from place to place. 80 

Siſter, the Fates have vanquiſh'd: Let us go 

The way which Heav'n and my hard Fortune ſhow. 

The Fight is fix'd: Nor ſhalb the branded Name 

Of a baſe Coward blot your Brother's Fame. 
Death is my choice; but ſuffer me to try 
My Force, and vent my Rage before I dye. 

He ſaid, and leaping down withour delay, 

Thro' Crowds of fcatter'd Foes he free d his way. 

Striding he paſs'd, impetuous as the Wind, 

And left the grieving Goddels far behind. 
As when a Fragment, from a Mountain torn » 
By raging Tempeſts, or by Torrents born, 

Or ſapp'd by time, or looſend from the Roots, 
Prone thro' the Void the Rocky Ruin thoots, 
Rowling from Crag to Crag, from Steep to Steep; 995 
Down fink, at once the Shepherds and their Sheep, 
Involv'd alike, they ruſh to neather Ground, bound: 

Stun' d with the ſhock they fall, and ſtun'd from Earth re- 

So Turnus, haſting headlong to the Town, 999 

Should'ring and ſnoving, bore the Squadrons down. 
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Where Shafts, and Spears, and Darts promiſcuous flew z 
And ſanguine Streams the ſlipp'ry Ground embrew. 
Firſt ſtretching out his Arm, in ſign of Peace, 


Still preſſing onward, to the Walls he drew, 5 


He cries aloud, to make the Combat ceaſe : oof 
* Rutulians hold, and Latin Troops retire; 

; The Fight is mine, and me the Gods require. 

* Tis juſt that I ſhou'd vindicate alone 

The broken Truce, or for the Breach attone. 

This Day ſhall free from Wars th' Auſonian State; 10 10 
Or finiſh my Misfortunes in my Fate. 


Both Armies from their bloody Work deut: 


5 And bearing backward, form a ſpacious Lift. 
The Trojan Heroe who receiv'd from Fame 1014 
The welcome Soumd, and heard the Champion's Name, 
Soon leaves the taken Works, and mounted Walls, 
Greedy of War, where greater Glory calls. 

He ſprings to Fight, exulting in his Force; 

His jointed Armour rattles in the Courſe. 


Like Eryx, or like Athos, great he ſhows, 1020 


Or Father Apennine, when white with Snows, 
His Head Divine, obſcure in Clouds he hides : 


And ſhakes the ſounding Foreſt on his fides. 

The Nations over-aw'd, ſurceaſe the Fight, 
Immoveable their Bodies, fix'd their fight: Iozy 
Ev'n. Death ſtands ſtill; nor from above they throw 


Their Darts, nor drive their batt'ring Rams below. 
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In ſilent Order either Army ſtands; 
And drop their Swords, unknowing, from their Hands. 
Th' Auſonian Kingbeholds, with wond'ring ſight, 1030 
Two mighty Champions match'd in ſingle F ight: 
Born under Climes remote; and brought by Fate, 
With Swords to try their Titles to the State. 

Now in clos'd Field, each other from afar 
They view; and ruſhing on, begin the War. 1035 
They launch their Spears, then hand to hand they meet; 
The trembling Soil reſounds beneath their Feet: 
Their Bucklers claſh; thick blows deſcend from high, 
And flakes of Fire from their hard Helmets fly. 
Courage conſpires with Chance; and both ingage 1040 
With equal Fortune yet, and mutual Rage. 

As when two Bulls for their fair Female fight, 
In Sila's Shades, or on Taburnus height 
With Horns adverſe they meet: the Keeper flies: 1044 
Mute ſtands the Herd, the Heifars rowl their Eyes; 
And wait th' Event; which Victor they ſhall bear, 
And'who ſhall be the Lord, to rule the luſty Year: 
With rage of Love the jealous Rivals burn, | 
And Puſh for Puſh, and Wound for Wound return : 


Their Dewlaps gor'd, their ſides are lav'd in Blood; 1050 
Loud Cries and roaring Sounds rebellow thro' the Wood: 


Such was the Combat in the liſted Ground; 

So claſh their Swords, and ſo their Shields reſound. 
Fove ſets the Beam; in either Scale he lays 

The Champions Fate, and each exactly weighs. 1055 
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On this ſide Life, and lucky Chance aſcends : 

Loaded with Death, that other Scale deſcends. 

Rais'd on the Stretch, young Turns aims a blow, 

Full on the Helm of his unguarded Foe : 

Shrill Shouts and Clamours ring on either fide; 1050 

As Hopes and Fears their panting Hearts divide. 

But all in pieces flies the Traytor Sword, 

And, in the middle Stroke, deſerts his Lord. 

Now tis but Death, or Flight: difarm'd he flies, 

When in his Hand, an unknown Hilt he ſpies. 1065 

Fame ſays that Turnus, when his Steeds he join'd, 

Hurrying to War, diforder'd in his Mind, 

Snatch'd the firſt Weapon, which his haſte cou'd find. 

Twas not the fated Sword his Father bore 

But that his Charioteer Metiſcus wore, 1070 

This, while the Trojans fled, the Toughneſs held; 

But vain againſt the great Vulcanian Shield. | 

The mortal-temper'd Steel deceiv'd his Hand: 

The ſhiver'd fragments ſhone amid the Sand. 
Surpriz'd with fear, he fled along the Field; 1075 

And now forthright, and now in Orbits wheel'd. 

For here the Trojan Troops the Liſt ſurround; 

And there the Paſs is clos'd with Pools and marſhy 

Aneas haſtens, tho' with heavier Pace, Ground. 

His Wound, fo newly knit, retards the Chaſe: 1080 

And oft his trembling Knees their Aid refuſe, 

Yet preſſing foot by foot his Foe purſues. 
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Thus, when a fearful Stag is clos'd around 
With Crimſon T oils, or in a River found; 
High on the Bank the deep-mouth'd Hound appears; 
Still opening, following ſtill, where-e'er he ſteers: 1086 
The perſecuted Creature, to, and fro, 
Turns here and there to ſcape his Umbrian Foe: 
Steep is th' Aſcent, and if he gains the Land, 
The Purple Death is pitch'd along the Strand: 1090 
His eager Foe determin'd to the Chace, 
Stretch'd at his length gains Ground at ev'ry Pace: 
Now to his beamy Head he makes his way, 
And now he holds, or thinks he holds his Prey: 
Juſt at the pinch the Stag ſprings out with fear, 1095 
He bites the Wind, and fills his ſounding Jaws with Air. 
The Rocks, the Lakes, the Meadows ring with Cries ; 
The mortal Tumult mounts, and thunders in the Skies. 
Thus flies the Daunian Prince: and, flying, blames, 
His tardy Troops; and calling by their Names, 1100 
Demands his truſty Sword. The Trojan threats 
The Realm with Ruin, and their ancient Scats 
To lay in Aſhes, if they dare ſupply 
With Arms or Aid, his vanquith'd Enemy: 
Thus menacing, he ſtill purſues the Courſe, 1105 
With Vigour, tho' diminiſh'd of his Force. 
Ten times, alrcady, round the liſted place, 
One Chief had fled, and rother giv'n the Chace: 
No trivial Prize is play'd; for on the Life 
Or Death of Turnus, now depends the Strife. 1110 
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An. XII. & N E IS. 807 
Within the ſpace, an Olive Tree had ſtood, 8 


A facred Shade, a venerable Wood, 

For Vows to Faunus paid, the Latins Guardian God. 
Here hung the Veſts, and Tablets were ingrav'd, 

Of ſinking Mariners from Shipwrack ſav'd. 1115 
With heedleſs Hands the Trojans fell'd the Tree, 

To make the Ground inclos'd for Combat free. 

Deep in the Root, whether by Fate, or Chance, 
Or erring Haſte, the Trojan drove his Lance: 1119 
Then ſtoop'd, and tug'd with Force immenſe to free 
TH incumber'd Spear, from the tenacious Tree: 
That whom his fainting Limbs purſu'd in vain, 

His flying Weapon might from far attain. 

Confus'd with Fear, bereft of Human Aid, 1124 
Then Turms to the Gods, and firſt to Faunus pray 'd. 
O Faums pity, and thou Mother Earth, 

Where I thy foſter Son receiv'd my Birth, 

Hold faſt the Steel; if my Religious Hand 
Your Plant has honour'd, which your Foes profan'd; 
Propitious hear my pious Pray'r ! He faid, 1130 
Nor with ſucceſsleſs Vows inyok'd their Ac. 
Th' incumbent Heroe wrench'd, and pull'd, and ſtraitt q, 
But ſtill the ſtubborn Earth the Steel detain' d. 

Futurna took her time; and while in vain 1 3 
He ſtrove, aſſum'd Meriſcus Form again: 1135 
And, in that imitated Shape, reſtor'd 1 
* the er Prince, his Daunian Sword 


__ 
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The Queen of Love, who, with Diſdain and Grief, 

Saw the bold Nymph afford this prompt Relief; 

T' aſſert her Off- ſpring, with a greater Decd, 1140 

From the tough Root the ling'ring Weapon freed. 
Once more erect, the Rival Chiefs advance; 

One truſts the Sword, and one the pointed Lance: 8 

And both reſolv'd alike, to try their fatal Chance. 
Mean time Imperial Fove to Funo ſpoke, 1147 

Who from a ſhining Cloud beheld the ſhock; 

What new Arreſt, O Queen of Heav'n, is ſent 

To ſtop the Fates now lab'ring in th' Eyent. 

What further hopes are left thee to purſue? 5 

Divine Aneas, (and thou know'ſt it too,) II rob 

Fore-doom'd to theſe Celeſtial Seats is due. 

| What more Attempts for Turnus can be made, 

That thus thou ling'reſt in this lonely Shade! 

Is it becoming of the due Reſpect, 

And awful Honour of a God Elect, 11557 

A Wound unworthy of our State to feel; 

Patient of Human Hands, and carthly Steel? 

Or ſeems it Juſt, the Siſter ſhou'd reſtore, 

A ſecond Sword, when one was loſt before; 1159 

And arma conquer'd Wretch, againſt his Conqueror? 

For what without thy knowledge and avow, 

Nay more, thy Dictate, durſt Juturna do? 

At laſt, in deference to my Love, forbear 

To lodge within thy Soul this anxious Care: 
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Reclin'd upon my Breaſt, thy Grief unload 1165 
Who ſhou'd relieve the Goddeſs, but the God? 
Now, all things to their utmoſt Iſſue tend; 


Puſh'd by the Fates to their appointed End: 


While leave was giv'n thee,- and a lawful Hour 

For Vengeance, Wrath, and unreſiſted Pow'r: 1170 
Toſs'd on the Seas thou cou'd'ſt thy Foes diſtreſs, 
And driv'n aſhore, with Hoſtile Arms oppreſs: 
Deform the Royal Houſe; and from the fide _. 

Of the Juſt Bridegroom, tear the plighted Bride: 
Now ceaſe at my Command. The Thund'rer ſaid: 
And with dejected Eyes this Anſwer Juuo made. 1176 

Becauſe your dread Decree too well I knew; 

From Turm, and from Earth unwilling I withdrew. 
Elſe ſhou'd you not behold me here alone, 

Involv'd in empty Clouds my Friends bemoan: 1180 
But girt with vengetul Flames, in open ſight, 
Engag'd againſt my Foes in Mortal Fight. 

Tis true Juturna mingled in the Strife 

By my Command, to fave her Brother's Life; 

At leaſt to try: But by the Scygian Lake, 1185 


(The molt religious Oath the Gods can take, ) 


With this reſtriction, not to bend the Bow, 

Or toſs the Spear, or trembling Dart to throw. 

And now reſign'd to your Superior Might, ; 
And tir'd with fruitleſs Toils, I loath the Fight. 1190 
This let me beg, (and this no Fates withſtand) 

Both for my ſelf, and for your Father's Land, 


From Blood fo mix'd, a pious Race ſhall flow, 
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That when the Nuptial Bed ſhall bind the Peace; 
(Which I, fince you ordain, conſent to bleſs,) 
The Laws of either Nation be the ſame; 1195 
But let the Larius ſtill retain their Name: | 
Speak the ſame Language which they ſpoke before; 
Wear the ſame Habits which their Grandſires wore : 
Call them not Trojans: Periſh the Renown, 
And Name of Troy, with that deteſted Town. 1200 
Latium be Latium ſtill; let Alba reign, 
And Rome's immortal Majeſty remain. 

Then thus the Founder of Mankind replies. 
(Unruffled was his Front, ſerene his Eyes,) 
Can Saturn's Iſſue, and Heav'n's other Heir, 1205 
Such endleſs Anger in her Boſom bear? 9 
Be Miſtreſs, and your full Deſires obtain: 
But quench the Choler you foment in vain. 
From ancient Blood th' Auſonian People ſprung, 1209 
Shall keep their Name, their Habit, and their Tongue. 
The Trojans to their Cuſtoms ſhall be ty'd, 
I will, my ſelf, their common Rites provide; 5 
The Natives ſhall command, the Foreigners ſubſide. 
And ſhall be Latium; Troy without a Name: 1214 
And her loſt Sons forget from whence they came, 


Equal to Gods, excelling all below. 
No Nation more Reſpe to you ſhall pay, 
Or greater Off rings on your Altars Jay. | 


* 
— 
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Juno conſents, well pleas'd that her Deſires 1220 
Had found Succeſs, and from the Cloud retires. 

The Peace thus made, the Thund'rer next prepares 
To force the wat'ry Goddeſs from the Wars. 
Deep in the diſmal Regions, void of Light, 
Three Daughters at a Birth were born to Night: 1225 
Theſe their brown Mother, brooding on her Care, 
Indu'd with windy Wings to flit in Air: [Hair. 5 
With Serpents girt alike; and crown'd with hiſſing 
In Heav'n the Dire call'd, and ſtill at hand, 
Before the Throne of angry Fove they ſtand. 1230 
His Miniſters of Wrath; and ready {till 
The Minds of Mortal Men with Fears to fill: 
When &er the moody Sire, to wreak his Hate 
On Realms, or Towns deſerving of their Fate, 
Hurls down Diſeaſes, Death, and deadly Care, 1235 
And terrifies the guilty World with War. 
One Siſter Plague of theſe from Heav'n he ſent, 
To fright Juturna with a dire Portent. 
The Peſt comes whirling down: by far more flow 
Springs the ſwift Arrow from the Parthian Bow, 1249 
Or Cydon Eugh; when traverſing the Skies, 
Anddrench'din pois nous ſuice, the ſure Deſtruction flies. 
With ſuch a ſudden, and unſeen a flight, | 
Shot thro' the Clouds the Daughter of the Night. 
Soon as the Field inclos'd the had in view, 1245 
And from afar her deſtin'd Quarry knew : 
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Contracted, to the boding Bird ſhe turns, 
Which haunts the ruin'd Piles, and hallow'd Urns 
And beats about the Tombs with nightly Wings; 
Where Songs obſcene on Sepulchres ſhe fings. 1250 
Thus leflen'd in her Form, with frightful Cries, 
The Fury round unhappy Turnus flies, 8 
Flaps on his Shield, and flutters o'er his Eyes. 

A lazy Chilneſs crept along his Blood, 
Choak'd was his Voice, his Hair with Horror ſtood. 
Juturna from afar beheld her fly, 1276 
And knew th' ill Omen, by her ſcreaming Cry, 
And ſtridour of her Wing. Amaz'd with Fear, Hair. 
Her beauteous Breaſt ſhe beat, and rent her flowing 
Ah me, ſhe cries, in this unequal ſtrife, 1260 
What can thy Siſter more to ſave thy Life! 
Weak as I am, can I, alas, contend 
In Arms, with that inexorable Fiend! 
Now, now, I quit the Field! forbear to fright 
My tender Soul, ye baletul Birds of Night! 1265 
The laſhing of your Wings I know too well : 
The ſounding Flight, and Fun'ral Screams of Hell! 
Theſe are the Gifts you bring from haughty Fove, 
The worthy Recompence of ravith'd Love! | 
Did he for this exempt my Life from Fate? I 270 
O hard Conditions of Immortal State 
Tho' born to Death, not privileg'd to dye, 
But forc'd to bear impos'd Eternity ! 
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Take back your envious Bribes, and let me go 
Companion to my Brother's Ghoſt below ! 1275 
The Joys are vaniſh'd: Nothing now remains, 

Of Life Immortal, but Immortal Pains. 


What Earth will open her devouring Womb, 


To reſt a weary Goddels in the Tomb! 
She drew a length of Sighs; nor more ſhe ſaid; 1289 
But in her Azure Mantle wrap'd her Head: 
Then plung'd into her Stream, with deep Deſpair, 
And her laſt Sobs came bubling up in Air. 

Now ſtern Aneas waves his weighty Spear 
Againſt his Foe, and thus upbraids his Fear, 1285 
What farther Subterfuge can Turns find 
What empty Hopes are harbour'd in his Mind? 
Tis not thy Swiftneſs can ſecure thy Flight: 


Not with their Feet, but Hands, the Valiant fighr. 
Vary thy Shape in thouſand Forms, and dare 1299 


What Skill and Courage can attempt in War: 

Wiſh for the Wings of Winds, to mount the Sky 
Or hid, within the hollow Earth to lye. [reply. 0 
The Champion ſhook his Head; and made this ſhort 
No threats of thine, my manly Mind can move: 1295 
Tis Hoſtile Heav'n I dread ; and Partial Fove. 

He ſaid no more: but with a Sigh, repreſs'd - 

The mighty Sorrow, in his ſwelling Breaſt. 


An Antique Stone he ſaw; the Common Bound 
Of Neighb'ring Fields; and Barrier of the Ground: 


Then, as he rowl'd his troubled Eyes around, 1299 : 9 


The Fury flew athwart; and made th Endeavour void 


| Trembling he views the Thund'ring Chief advance: 


{ 


An. 
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So vaſt, that Twelve ſtrong Men of modern Days, 


Th' enormous weight from Earth cow'd hardly raiſe. 
Hie heav'd it at a Lift: and poiz'd on high, 


Forget: 
Aſtoni 
Aim'd 


Ran ſtagg'ring on, againſt his Enemy. 1305 The 
But ſo diſorder'd, that he ſcarcely knew The de 
His Way: or what unweildy weight he threw. With 1 
His knocking Knees are bent beneath the Load : Not w 
And ſhiv'ring Cold congeals his vital Blood. Or Sto 
The Stone drops from his Arms: and falling ſhort, Swift 


For want of Vigour, mocks his vain Effort. 1311 The I 
And as, when heavy Sleep has clos'd the ſight, | Noug| 
The ſickly Fancy labours in the Night: Nor o 
We ſeem to run; and, deſtitute of Force, 

Out ſinking Limbs forſake us in the Courſe: 1315 
In vain we heave for Breath; in vain we cry: 

The Nerves unbrac'd, their uſual Strength deny; 8 
And, on the Tongue the falt'ring Accents dye: | 
So Turnus far'd: whatever Means he try'd, 

All force of Arms, and points of Art employ'd, 1 job 
A thouſand various Thoughts his Soul confound : 
He ſtar'd about; nor Aid nor Iflue found: [round. 5 

His own Men ſtop the Paſs; and his own Walls ſur- 
Once more he pauſes; and looks out again: 1325 
And ſeeks the Goddeſs Charioteer in vain. 


And brandiſhing aloft the deadly Lance: 


„ö;ůh̃ͤ , „ I Cout 


| 
| 
| 
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Amaz'd he cow'rs beneath his conqu'ring Foe, 
Forgets to ward; and waits the coming Blow. 1330 
Aſtoniſh'd while he ſtands, and fix d with Fear, 
Aim'd at his Shield he ſees th' impending Spear. 

The Heroe meaſur'd firſt, with narrow view, 5 


The deſtin'd Mark: And riſing as he threw, 

With its full ſwing the fatal Weapon flew. 1335 

Not with leſs Rage the rattling Thunder falls; 

Or Stones from batt'ring Engins break the Walls 

Swift as a Whirlwind, from an Arm ſo ſtrong, 

The Lance drove on; and bore the Death along. 

Nought cou'd his ſev'n- fold Shield the Prince avail, 1 349 

Nor ought beneath his Arms the Coat of Mail; 

It pierc'd thro all; and with a grizly Wound, 

Transfix'd his Thigh, and doubled him to ground. 

With Groans the Latins rend the vaulted Sky: 

Woods, Hills, and Valleys, to the Voice reply. 1 345 
Now low on Earth the lofty Chief is laid ; 

With Eyes caſt upwards, and with Arms diſplay'd; 0 

And Recreant thus to the proud Victor pray'd. 

I know my Death deſerv'd, nor hope to live: 

Uſe what the Gods, and thy good Fortune give. 1350 
Yet think; oh think, if Mercy may be ſhown, 

(Thou hadſt a Father once; and haſt a Son:) 

Pity my Sire, now ſinking to the Grave; 

And for Anchiſes ſake, old Daunus ſave! 

Or, if thy vow'd Revenge purſue my Death; 1355 

Give to my Friends my Body void of Preath ! - 
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The Latian Chiefs have ſeen me beg my Life; "> 
Thine is the Conqueſt, thine the Royal Wife: © = = 
Againſt a yielded Man, tis mean ignoble Strife. => — 
In deep Suſpence the Trojan ſeem'd to ſtand; 1366 
And juſt prepar'd to ſtrike reprels'd his Hand. 
He rowl'd his Eyes, and ev'ry Moment felt 
His manly Soul with more Compaſſion melt. 
W hey; caſting down a caſual Glance, he ſpy'd 
The Golden Belt that glitter'd on his ſide: 1365 
The fatal Spoils which haughty Turnus tore 
From dying Pallas, and in Triumph wore. 
Then rowz'd anew to Wrath, he loudly cries, 
(Flames, while he ſpoke, came flaſhing from his Eyes: 
Traitor, doſt thou, doſt thou to Grace pretend, 1370 Willi... 
Clad, as thou art, in Trophees of my Friend? - - RAU 
To his {ad Soul a grateful Off ring go; 
Tis Pallas, Pallas gives this deadly Blow. 


Deep in his Boſom drove the ſhining Sword. 1375 
The ſtreaming Blood diſtain'd-his Arms around: 
And the u hs came 2 * che Wound 
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| HAT Virgil wrote in the vigour of 
\ \ his Age, in Plenty and at Eaſe, I have 
undertaken to Tranſlate in my Dech- 

ning Years: ſtrugling with Wants, oppreſs'd with 
Sickneſs, curb'd in my Genius, liable to be miſ- 
conſtrued in all I write; and my Judges, if they 
are not very equitable, already jules againſt 
me, by the Lying Character which has been gi- 
ven them of my Morals, Yet ſteady to my Prin- 
ciples, and not diſpirited with my Afflictions, I 
have, by the Bleſſing of God on my Endeavours, 
overcome all difficulties; and, in ſome meaſure, 
acquitted my ſelf of the Debt which I ow'd the 
Publick, when I undertook this Work. In the 
firſt place therefore, I thankfully acknowledge to 
the r Power, the Aſſiſtance he has given 
me in the Beginning, the Proſecution, and Con- 
eluſion of my preſent Studies, which are more 
happily perform'd, than I could have promis d to 
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my ſelf, when J labour 'd under ſuch Diſcourage- 
ments. For, what J have done, Imperfect as it is, 
for want of Health and leiſure to Correct it, will 
be judg'd in after Ages, and poſſibly in the pre- 
ſent, to be no diſhonour to my Native Country; 
whoſe Language and Poetry wou'd be more eſteem'd 
abroad, if they were better underſtood. Some- 
what (give me leave to ſay) I have added to both 
of them in the choice of Words, and Harmony 
of Numbers which were wanting, eſpecially the 
laſt, in all our Poets, even in thoſe who being 
endu'd with Genius, yet have not Cultivated their 
Mother-Tongue with ſufficient Care; or relying 
on the Beauty of their Thoughts, have judg'd the 
Ornament of Words, and Sweetneſs of Sound un- 
neceſſary. One is for raking in Chaucer (our En- 
ghſh Ennius ) tor antiquated Words, which are 
never to be reviv'd, but when Sound or Signifi- 


cancy is wanting in the preſent Language. But 


many of his deſerve not this Redemption, any 
more than the Crouds of Men who daily die, or 
are ſlain for Six-pence in a Battel, merit to be re- 
ſtor d to Life, if a Wiſh cou'd revive them. O- 
thers have no Ear for Verſe, nor choice of Words ; 
nor diſtin&tion of thoughts; but mingle Farthings 
with their Gold to make up the Sum. Here 1s a 


Field of Satire open'd to me: But ſince the Revo- 


lution, I have wholly renounc'd that Talent. For 
who wou'd give Phyſick to the Great when he is 
uncall'd? To do his Patient no good, and indan- 
ger himſelf for his Preſcription ? Neither am I 
1gnorant, but I may juſtly be condemn'd for many 


of 


Tlaooſtteript to the Rι¹. Big 
of tlibſe Faults, of which I have too liberally Ar- 
raign'd others. | 

Cynthius Aurem vellit, & admonuit. 


Tis enough for me, if the Government will 
let me paſs unqueſtion d. In the mean time, I 
am ablig d in gratitude, to return my Thanks to 
many of them, who have not only diſtinguiſh'd 
me from others of the ſame Party, by a particular 
exception of Grace, but without conſidering the 
Man, have been bountiful to the Poet: Have en- 
courag' d Virgil to ſpeak ſuch Englifn, as I could 
teach him, and rewarded his Interpreter, for the 

ains he has taken in bringing him over into 
Bhi ain, by defraying the Charges of his Voyage. 
Even Cerberus, when he had receiv'd the Sop, 
permitted « /Zneas to paſs freely to Ely/rum. Had 
it been offer'd me, and I had refus d it, yet ſtill ſome 
gratitude is due to ſuch who were willing to 
oblige me. But how much more to thoſe from 
whom I have receiv'd the Favours which the 
have offer d to one of a different Perſwaſion. A- 
mongſt whom I cannot omit naming the Earls of 
Darby and of Peterborough. To the firft of 
theſe, I have not the Honour to be known; and 
therefore his liberality as much unexpected, as it 
was undeſery'd. The prefent Earl of Peterbo- 
rough has been pleasd long fince to accept the 
tenders of my Service: His Favours are ſo fre- 

85 to me, that I receive them almoſt by pre- 
fcription. No difference of Intereſts or Opinion 
have been able to withdraw his Protection from 
me: And I might juſtly be condemn'd for the 
Vor. III. H h h 
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moſt unthankful of Mankind, if I did not al- 
ways preſerve for him a moſt profound Reſpect 
and inviolable Gratitude. I muſt alſo add, that 
if the laſt e/Zrerd ſhine amongſt its Fellows, 
tis owing to the Commands of Sir William Trum- 
ball, one of the Principal Secretaries of State, 
who recommended it, as his Favourite, to my 
Care: and for his ſake particularly I have made 
it mine. For who wou'd confeſs wearineſs, when 
he enjoin'd a freſh Labour? I cou'd not but in- 
voke the aſſiſtance of a Muſe, for this laſt Office. 


* Extremum hunc Arethuſa: 
Negat quis Carmina Gallo ? 


Neither am I to forget the Noble Preſent which 
was made me by Gilbert Dolben, Eſq; the worthy 


Son of the late Arch-Biſhop of Tork : who, when 


I began this Work, enrich'd me with all the ſe- 
veral Editions of Virgil, and all the Commenta- 
ries of thoſe Editions in Latin. Amongſt which, 
I cou'd not but prefer the Dauphine's, as the laſt, 
the ſhorteſt, and the moſt Judicious. Fabrini I 
had alſo ſent me from Italy; but either he un- 
derſtands Virgil very imperfectly, or I have no 
knowledge of my Author. 

Being Invited by that worthy Gentleman, Sir 
William Bowyer, to Denham-Court, I Tranſlated 
the firſt George at his Houſe, and the greateſt 
part of the laſt Mneid. A more friendly En- 
tertainment no Man ever found. No wonder 
therefore if both thoſe Verſions ſurpaſs the reſt, 
and own the ſatisfaction I receiv'd in his Con- 
verſe, with whom I had the honour to be bred 
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in Cambridge, and in the ſame College. The 
Seventh c/Eneid was made Engliſh at Burleigh, 
the Magnificent Abode of the Earl of Exeter: 
In a Village belonging to his Family I was born, 
and under his Roof I endeavour'd to make that 
CEneid appear in Engliſh with as much luſtre 
as I cou'd: thoꝰ my Author has not given the fi- 
mſhing ſtrokes either to it, or to the Eleventh, as 
I perhaps cou'd prove in both, if I durſt preſume 
to Criticiſe my Maſter. | 
By a Letter from Will. Walſh of Abberley, Eſq; 
(who has ſo long honour'd me with his Friend- 
IPs and who, without flattery, is the beſt Cri- 
tick of our Nation,) I have been inform'd that 
his Grace the Duke of Shrewsbury has procur'd a 
Printed Copy of the Paſtorals, Georgics, and fix 
firſt e Afneids, from my Bookſeller, and has read 
them in the Country, together with my Friend. 
This Noble Perſon having been pleas'd to give 
them a Commendation, which I preſume not to 
inſert; has made me vain enough to boaſt of ſo 
great a favour, and to think I have ſucceeded beyond 
my hopes; the Character of his Excellent Judg- 
ment, the acuteneſs of his Wit, and his general 
Knowledge of good Letters, being known as well 
to all the World, as the ſweetneſs of his Diſpoſi- 
tion, his 1 his eaſineſs of Acceſs, and de- 
ſire of obliging thoſe who ſtand in need of his 
Protection, are known to all who have approach d 
him; and to me in particular, who have formerly 
had the honour of his Converſation. Whoever 
has given the World the Tranſlation of part of 
the third Georgic, 9 * The Power of 
2 
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Love, his put me to ſufficient pains to make my 
own not inferior to his: As my Lord Ro/rommon's 
Silenus had formerly given me the ſame Trouble. 
The moſt Ingenious Mr. Addiſon of Oxford has 
alſo been as troubleſome to me as the other two, 
and on the ſame account. After his Bees, my 
8.20 Swarm is ſcarcely worth the hiving. Mr. 
owley's praiſe of a Country Life is Excellent ; 
but tis rather an imitation of Virgil, than a Ver- 
ſion. That I have recover d in ſome meaſure the 
Health which I had loft by too much application 
N this Work, is owing, next to God's Mercy, to 


the Skill and Care of Dr. Guibbons, and Dr. Hobbs, 
the two Orhametits of their Profeſſion ; whom 1 
can only pay by this Acknowledgment. The 
whole Faculty has always been ready to oblige 
me: and the only one of them who endeavour d 
to defame mie, Had it not in his Power. I deſire 
70 0 from iny Readers for ſaying ſo much in re- 
lation to my felf, whith concerns not them : and 
Wick my acknowled#metis to all my Subſcribers, 
ave only to add, that the few Notes which fol- 
low, are par Matitere #arquit, becauſe I Had ob- 
ligd my felf by Articles, to do ſomewhit of that 


kind. Thefe ſcarteritig Obſervitlotis ate rather 
gueſſes at my Authot's. meaning in ſome paſſages, 
than proofs thät ſo he meant. The Unlearn d 
may have recourſe to any Poetical Dictionary in 
Engliſh, for the Names of Perſons, Places, or Fa- 
bles, which the Learned need not: But that little 
which I ſay, 1s either riew or neceſſary. And the 
firſt of theſe qualifications never fails to invite a 
Reader, if not to pleaſe him. 
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Viroll's Works 


ENGLISH 


Aſtoral 1. Line 6. There firſt the Jouth of 
Heavenly Birth I viewd. Virgil means 
Oct᷑auius Ceſar: Heir to Fulius: who per- 
haps had not arriv'd to his Twentieth Year, when 
Virgil ſaw him firſt. Vide his Life. Of Hea- 
venly Birth or Heavenly Blood; becauſe the Ju- 
lian Family was derived from Julus, Son to A- 
meas, and Grand. Son to Venus. 
Paſtoral 24. Line 65, The Short Narciſſus, 


That is, of ſhort continuance. 


- Paſtoral 34. Line 95. For him, the God of 
Shepherds and their $ Lis, Phwbus, not Pan, is 
here calld the God of hepherds : The Poet al- 
ludes to the ſame Story, which he touches in the 
5 ing of the Second Georgic, where he calls 
Phebus the Amphryfi an Shop? erd, becauſe he fed 
ir "<q" 


824 Notes and Obſervations 
the Sheep and Oxen of Admetus (with whom he fits 


was in Love) on the Hill Amphryſus. the 

Paſtoral 47h. Line 73. Begin Auſpicious Boy, Mo 
&c. In Latin thus, Incipe parve Puer, riſu cog- uſu; 
noſcere Matrem, &c. I have Tranſlated the Paſ- Sca 
ſage to this Senſe ; that the Infant ſmiling on his lam 


Mother, ſingles her out from the reſt of the Com- 
pany about him. Erythreus, Bembus, and Jo- 
ſeph Scaliger, are of this Opinion. Yet they and 
I may be miſtaken. For immediately after, we 
find theſe Words, Cui non riſere Parentes, which 
imply another Senſe, as if the Parents ſmil'd on 
the New-born Infant : And that the Babe on whom 
they vouchſafed not to ſmile, was born to ill For- 
tune. For they tell a Story, that when Yulcan, 
the only Son of Jupiter and Juno came into the 
World, he was ſo hard favour'd, that both his Pa- 
rents frown'd on him: And Jupiter threw him 
out of Heaven; he fell on the Iſland Lemmos, and 
was Lame ever afterwards. The laſt Line of the 
Paſtoral ſeems to juſtifie this Senſe, Nec Deus hunc 
Mensa, Dea non dignata Cubili eft. For though 
he married Venus, yet his Mother Juno was not 
preſent at the Nuptials to bleſs them ; as appears 
by his Wife's Incontinence. They ſay alſo, that 
he was baniſn d from the Banquets of the Gods: If 
ſo, that Puniſhment could be of no long continu- 
ance, for Homer makes him preſent at their Feaſts; 
and compoſing a Quarrel betwixt his Parents, with 
a Bowl of Nectar. The matter is of no great Con- 
ſequence; and therefore I adhere to my I ranſlati- 
on, for theſe two Reaſons: Firſt, Virgil had this 
following Line. Matri {opga docem tulerunt fa. 
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ftidia Menſes, as if the Infant's ſmiling on his Mo- 
ther, was a Reward to her for bearing him ten 
Months in her Body, four Weeks longer than the 
uſual time. Secondly, Catullus is cited by Joſeph 
Scaliger, as favouring this Opinion, in his Fit ha- 
lamium of Manlius Torquatus. 


Torquatus, volo par volus 
Matris e gremio ſuæ 
Porrigens teneras Manus 
Dulce rideat ad Patrem, &c. 


What if I ſhould ſteer betwixt the two Extreamꝭ 
and conclude, that the Infant, who was to be hap- 
py, muſt not only ſmile on his Parents, but alſo 
they on him? For Scaliger notes that the Infants 
who ſmiled not at their Birth, were obſerved to be 
Ay Hag, or ſullen (as I have Tranſlated it) du- 
ring all their Life: And Seruius, and almoſt all 
the Modern Commentators affirm, that no Child 
was thought Fortunate on whom his Parents ſmiled 


not, at his Birth. I obſerve farther, that the An- 


cients thought the Infant who came into the World 
at theend of the Tenth Month, was Born to ſome 
extraordinary Fortune, good or bad. Such was 
the Birth of the late Prince of Conde's Father, of 
whom his Mother was not brought to bed, *till 
almoſt Eleven Months were expired after his Fa- 
ther's Death: Yet the College of Phyſicians at Pa- 
ris, concluded he was Lawfully begotten. My In- 
genious Friend, Anthony Henley, Eſq; defird me 
to make a Note on this Paſſage of Virgil: Adding 
what I had not Read; that the Fews have been ſo 
Superſtitious, as to obſerve not only the firſt Lock 


> 
» 
— — 


= 
* 8 = * 
4 * p 


826 Notes and Obſervations 
or Action of an Infant, but alſo he firſt Word 
which the Parent, or any of the Afiſtants ſpoke 
after the Birth: And from thence they gave a Name 
to the Child alluding to it. | 

Paſtoral 6. My Lord Roſcommon's Notes on this 
Paſtoral, are equal to his excellent Tranſlation of 
it ; and thither I refer the Reader. 

The Eighth and Tenth Paſtorals are already 
Tranſlated to all manner of advantage, by my ex- 
cellent Friend Mr. Stafford. So is the Epiſode of 
Camilla, in the Eleventh Mneid. 

This Eighth Paſtoral is Copied by our Author 
from two Bucolicks of Theocritus. Spencer has 
follow'd both Virgil and Theocritus, in the Charms 
which he employs for Curing Britomartis of her 
Love. But he had alſo our Poet's Ceiris in his 
Eye : For there not only the Inchantments are to 
be found; but alſo the very Name of Britomar- 


775. | | 

In the Ninth Paſtoral, Virgil has made a Col- 
lection of many ſcattering Paſſages, which he had 
Tranſlated from Theocritys : And here he has bound 


them into a Noſegay. 


Georgic the Firſt. The Poetry of this Book 1s 
more ſublime than any part of Virgih if I have 
any Taſte. And if ever I have Copied his Maje- 
ſtick Stile, tis here. The Compliment he makes 
Aug uſtus almoſt in the beginning, is ill imitated 
by his Succeſſors Lucan and Statins, They De- 
dicated to 'Tyrants ; and their Elatteries are groſs 
and fulfome. Vils Addreſs is both Fahl Tf 

and more juſt. In the three laſt Lines of this Geor- 


9 
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gic, I think I haye diſcover'd a ſecret Compliment 
to the Emperor, which none of the Commentators 


have obſerv'd. Virgil had juſt. before deſcrib'd 
the Miſeries which Rome had undergone betwixt 


the Triumvirs and the Commonwealth-Party.: In 


the cloſe of all, he ſeems to excuſe the Crimes com- 
mitted by his Patron Czſar, as if he were con- 
ſtrain'd againſt his own Temper to thoſe violent 
Proceedings, by the neceſſity of the Times in ge- 
neral, but more particularly by his two Partners, 


Anthony and Lepidus. Fertur Equis Auriga, nec 


audit Currys habenas. They were the Head-ſtrong 
Horſes, who hurried Ocfavius, the trembling Cha- 
rioteer along, and were deaf to his reclaiming 
them. I obſerve farther; that the preſent Wars 
in which all Europe, and part of Aſia are inga d 
at preſent ; are wag in the {ame places here de- 
ſcrib'd: Atque hinc Euphrates, illine Germania 
Bellum, &c. As if Virgil had Prophecy d of this 
Age. - | | 
Georgic 2d. The Praiſes of Italy, (Tranſlated 
by the Learned, and every way Excellent Mr. 
Chetwood) which are Printed in one of my Mi- 
ſcellany Poems, are the greateſt Ornament of this 
Book. Wherein for want of ſufficient Skill in 
Gardening, Agriculture, &c. I may poſſibly be 
miſtaken in ſome Terms. But concerning Graft- 
ing, my Honour'd Friend Sir William Bowyer has 
aſſur'd me, that Virgil has ſhewn more of Poetry 
than Skill, at leaſt in relation to our moxe Nor- 
thern Climates. And that many of our Fe 
not receive ſuch Grafts, as our Poet tells us would 


Bear in 174/y. Nature has conſpir'd with Art to 
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make the Garden at Den ham- Court, of Sir PVilli. 
am's own Plantation, one of the moſt delicious 
Spots of Ground in England : It contains not 
above Five Acres, (juſt the compaſs of Alcinous 
his Garden, deſcrib'd in the Oay/es :) But Vir- 
gil ſays in this very Georgic, Laudato ingentia 
Rura ; Exiguum colito. 

Georgic 3d. Line the 45th. Next him, Ni- 
phates with inverted Urn, &c. It has been ob- 
jected to me, that I underſtood not this Paſſage of 
Virgil, becauſe I call Niphates a River, which is 
a Mountain in Armenia. But the River ariſing 
from the ſame Mountain is alſo called Nzphares. 
And having ſpoken of Nile before, I might rea- 
ſonably think, that Virgil rather meant to couple 
two Rivers, than a River and a Mountain. 

Line 224. The Male has done, &c. The Tran- 
ſition is obſcure in Virgil. He began with Cows, 
then proceeds to treat of Horſes: Now returns to 
Cows. | | 

Line 476. Till the new Ram receiues th* Ex- 
alted Sun. Aſtrologers tell us, that the Sun re- 
ceives his Exaltation in the Sign Aries: Virgil per- 
fectly underſtood both Aſlronomy and Aſtrology. 

Georgic 4. Line 27. That when the Touthful 
Prince. My moſt Ingenious Friend Sir Henry 
Shere, has obſerv'd through a Glaſs-Hive, that 
the Young Prince of the Bees, or Heir preſump- 
tive of the Crown, approaches the King's Apart- 
ment with great Reverence; and for three ſucceſ- 
five Mornings demands Permiſſion, to lead forth a 
Colony of that Year's Bees, If his Petition be 
granted, which he ſeems to make by humble hum: 


£6. a” Seo 
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mings; the Swarm ariſes under his Conduct: If 
the Anſwer be, le Roy avi ſera, that is, if the 
Old Monarch think it not convenient for the Pub- 
lick Good, to part with ſo many of his Subjects; 
the next Morning the Prince is found dead, before 
the Threſhold of the Palace. | 
Line 477. The Poet here records the Names of 
Fifty River-Nymphs. And for once I have Tran- 
ſlated them all. But in the Mnueis Ithought not 
my ſelf oblig'd to be ſo exact; for in naming ma- 
ny Men who were killd by Heroes, I have omit- 
95 Joes which would not ſound in Eugliſb 
erſe. 
Line 660. The Epiſode of Orpheus and Eu- 
ridice begins here. And contains the only Ma- 
chine which Virgil uſes in the Georgics. I have 


obſerv'd in the Epiſtle before the Mneis, that 


our Author ſeldom employs Machines but to a- 
dorn his Poem: And that the Action which they 
ſeemingly perform, is really produc'd without 
them. Of this Nature is the Legend of the Bees 
reſtor d by Miracle; when the Receipt which the 
Poet gives, would do the Work without one. The 
pnly Beautiful Machine which I remember in the 
Modern Poets, is in Arioſto. Where God com- 
mands St. Michael to take care, that Parzs then 
Beſieg d by the Saracens, ſhould be ſuccour'd by 
Rinaldo. In order to this, he enjoins the Arch- 
Angel to find Sz/ence and Diſcord, The firſt to 
Conduct the Chriſtian Army to relieve the Town, 
with ſo much Secrecy, that their March ſhould not 
be diſcoyer'd ; the latter to enter the Camp of the 
Infidels, and there to ſow Diſſention among the 
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Principal Commanders. The Heavenly Meſſenger 
takes his way to an Ancient Monaſtery ; not doubt- 
ing there to find Silence in her primitive Abode. 
But inſtead of Silence finds Diſcord: The Monks, 
being divided into Factions, about the choice of 
ſome New Officer, were at nic and Jnee with 
their drawn Knifes. The Satyr needs no Expla- 
nation. And here it may be alſo obſerv'd, that 
Ambition, Jealouſie, and Worldly Intereſt, and 
Point of Honour, had made variance both in the 
Cloyſter and the Camp; and itri& Diſcipline had 
done the Work of Silence, in conducting the 
Chriſtian Army to ſurpriſe the Turks. 


| FEneid. 1. Line 111. And make thee Father 
of a happy Line. | 


This was an obliging Promiſe to Eolus; who 
had been ſo unhappy in his former Children, Ma- 
careus and Canace. 


L. 196. The Realms of Oceau, and the Fields of Air 
Are mine, not His. | 


Poetically ſpeaking, the Fields of Air are un- 
der the Command of Juno; and her Vicegerent 
Eolus. Why then does Neptune call them His? 
I anſwer, becauſe being God of the Seas, Eolus 
could raiſe no Tempeſt in the Atmoſphere above 
them without his 13 But why does Juno ad- 

dreſs to her own Subſtitute? I anſwer, He had an 
immediate Power over the Winds, whom Juno de- 
fires to employ on her Revenge. That Power was 
abſolute by Land; which Virgil plainly inſinuates: 
8 1 14h £4. > Pi 4 : Winne 
For when Boreas and his Breihfen were let looſes 
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he 58 at firſt terras turbine perſflaut: Then adds, 
Incubuere Mari : To raiſe a Tempeſt on the Sea 
was Uſurpation on the Prerogative of Neptune; 
who had given him no leave, and therefore was 
inrag d at his Attempt. I may alſo add, that they 
who are in a Paſſion, as Neptune then was, are apt 
to aſſume to themſelves, more than is properly their F 
due. | 


Line 450. O YVirgin——&c. 
If as you ſeem the Siſter of the Day, 
Or one at leaſt of Chaſt Diana's Train. 
Thus, in the Orignal. 
O Quam te memorem Virgo | 
Aut Phœbi Soror, aut Nympharum Sangui- | 
nis Una. | 
This is a Family Compliment, which Aneas 
here beſtows on Venus. His Father Anchiſes had |} 
us d the very fame to that Goddeſs when he court- 
ed her. This appears by that very Ancient Greek 
Poem, in which that Amour is ſo beautifully de- 
ſcribd, and which is thought Homer's: Though 
it ſeems to be Written before his Age. 
Line 980. Her Princely Gueſt was next her ſide, 
This, I confeſs, - is improperly Tranſlated ; and 
according to the Modern Faſhion of fitting at Ta- 
ble. But the ancient Cuſtom of lying on Beds, 
Had not been underſtood by the Unlearned Rea- 
der. . 
AHneid the Second. The Deſtruction of Yezz 
is here ſhadow'd under that of Troy: Liuy, in his 
Deſcription of it, ſeems to have emulated in his 
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Proſe, and almoſt equall'd the Beauty of Virgils 
Verſe. 


Æneid the 34. Verſe 1 32. And Childrens Chil- 
dren ſhall the Crown ſuſtain. 


Et Nati Natorum, & qui naſcentur ab illis. 


Virgil Tranſlated this Verſe from Homer: Ho- 
mer had it from Orpheus; and Orpheus from an 
Ancient Oracle of Apollo. On this account it is, 
that Virgil immediately Subjoins theſe Words, 
Hec Phebus, &c. Euſtathius takes notice, that 
the Old Poets were wont to take whole Paragraphs 
from one another, which juſtifies our Poet for 
what he borrows from Homer. Bochartus, in his 
Letter to Segrais, mentions an Oracle which he 
found in the Fragments of an Old Greek Hiſtori- 
an: The Senſe whereof 1s this in Engliſß; that 
when the Empire of the Priamidæ ſhould be de- 
ſtroy'd, the Line of Anchiſes ſhould ſucceed. Ve- 
nus therefore, ſays the Hiſtorian, was defirous to 
have a Son by Anchiſes, though he was then in 
his decrepid Age: Accordingly ſhe had c,#zeas. 
After this ſhe ſought occaſion to ruin the Race of 
Priam; and ſet on foot the Intrigue of Alexan- 
der, (or Paris) with Helena : She being raviſh- 
ed, Venus pretended {till to favour the Trojans ; 
leſt they ſhould reſtore Helen, in caſe they thould 
be reduc'd to the laſt Neceſſity. Whence it ap- 


f pears, that the Controverſie betwixt Juno and 


Venus, was on no trivial account; but concern'd 
the Succeſſion to a great Empire. 
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Mneid the 4th. Li. 945. And muſt I die, fhe ſaid, 
And unreveng'd? tis doubly to be dead! 

Tet even this Death with pleaſure I receive: 
On any Terms, tis better than to live. 


This is certainly the Senſe of Virgil; on which 


I have paraphras'd, to make it plain. His words 
are theſe ; Moriemur Inulte ? 


Sed Moriamur ait; ſic, fic juvat ire ſub Umbras 


Servins makes an Interrogation at the Word 
fic; thus, ſic ? Sic juvat ire ſub Umbras. Which 
M. Cowley juſtly Cenſures: But his own judg- 
ment may perhaps be queſtion d: For he wou'd 
retrench the latter part of the Verſe, and leave it 
a Hemyſtic. Sed Moriamur ait. That Virgil ne- 
ver intended to have left any Hemyſtic, I have 
prov'd already in the Preface. That this Verſe 
was fill'd up by him, with theſe words, /ic, fuvat 
ire ſub Umbras, is "oY probable; if we conſider 
the weight of them. For this procedure of Dido, 
does not only contain, that, dira Execratio, que 
nullo expiatur Carmine (as Horace obſerves in his 
Canidia) but befides that, Virgil, who is full of 
Allufions to Hiſtory, under another Name, de- 
ſcribes the Decii, devoting themſelves to Death 
this way, though in a better Cauſe, in order to 
the Deſtruction of the Enemy. The Reader, who 
will take the pains to Conſult Livy, } his c- 
curate Deſcription of thoſe Decii, thus devoting 
themſelves, will find a great reſemblance betwixt 
theſe two Paſſages. And tis judiciouſly obſerv'd 
upon that Verſe, 
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Nulla fides populis net federn ſanto. 


That Virgil uſes the word ſunto a verbum juris, 
a form of ſpeaking on Solemn and Religious Oc- 
caſions: Liuy does the like. Note alſo that Diao 
puts her ſelf into the Habitus Gabinus, which 
was the girding her ſelf round with one Sleeve of 
her Veſt, which is alſo according to the Roman 
Pontifical, in this dreadful Ceremony, as Livy 
has obſerv'd: which is a farther confirmation of 
this Conjecture. So that upon the whole matter, 
Dido only doubts whether ſhe ſhou'd die before 
ſhe had taken her Revenge, which ſhe rather 
wilh'd : But conſidering that this devoting her 
ſelf was the moſt certain and infallible way of 
compaſſing her Vengeance, ſhe thus exclaims; 


Sic, fic juvat ire ſab #hbras : 
Hutiriat hunc otutis igntm crudelis ab alto 
Durdunut; & noſtre ſerum ferat onnia mortis. 
Thoſe Flames from far, may the falſe Trojan view; 
Thoſe boding Omens his baſe blight parſue. 
Which Tranflation I take to be according to 

the 715 of Virgil. I ſhould have added a Note 
on that former Perle. 

Infelix Dido, nunc te fata impia tungunt. 
Which in the Edition of Helnſus in thus 

Printed. Nunc te facta impia n, ? The 
word facts inſtead of Fata, is reaſonably alter'd. 
For Virgil ſays afterwards, ſhe dy d pu by F ate, 
nor by any deſerv'd Death. Nec Fato, tmerita 


nec 


GGW 


0 


— 
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nec morte peribat, &c. When I Tranſlated that 
Paſſage, I doubted of the Senſe : And therefore 
omitted that Hemyſtic; Nunc te fata impia tan- 
gunt. But Heinſius is miſtaken only in making 
an [nterrogation point, inſtead of a Period. The 
words facta impia, I ſuppoſe are genuine: For ſhe 
had perjur'd her ſelf in her ſecond Marriage. Ha- 
ving firmly reſolv'd,. as ſhe told her Siſter, in the 
beginning of this Mneid, never to love again, 
after the Death of her firſt Husband; and had con- 


firm'd this Reſolution, by a curſe on her ſelf, if 


ſhe ſhou'd alter it. 


Sed mihi vel tellus optem, prius inia dehiſcat, & . 
Ante, pudor, quam te violem, aut tua jura reſol vam. 
Ille moos, primus, qui me ſibi funxit, amores, 


Abſtulit : Ill habeat ſecum, fervetque ſepulchro. 


FXneid the 5th. A great part of this Book is 
borrow'd from Abollonius Rhodius. And the Rea- 
der may obſerve the great Judgment and Diſtincti- 
bn of our Author in what he borrows from the 


Ancients, by comparing them. I conceive the 


Reaſon why he omits the Horſe-race in the Fune- 
ral Games, was becauſe he ſhews Aſcanius after- 
wards on Horſeback, with his Troops of Boys, and 
would not wear that Subject thread- bare; which 
Statins, in the next Age deſcrib'd ſo happily. Vir- 
gil ſeems to me, to have excell' Homer in all thoſe 
Sports, and to have labour d them the more, in 
Honour of Oclavius, his Patron; who inſtituted 


the like Games for perpetuating the Memory of his 
Uncle Julius. Piety, as Virgil calls it, or duti- 
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fulneſs to Parents, being a moſt popular Virtue a- 
inong the Romans, 


Faeid the 6:h. Line 586. 
The next in Place and Puniſament are they, 
Tho prodigally throw their Lives away, &c. 


Proxima ſorte tenent mæſtiloca, qui ſibi letum 
Inſontes peperere manu, lucemque peroſi, 
Profecere animas, &c. 


This was taken, amongſt many other things, 
from the Tenth Book of Plato de Republica : No 
Commentator beſides Fabrini, has taken notice of 
it. Self-Murther was accounted a great Crime by 
that Divine Philoſopher : But the Inſtances which 
he brings, are too many to be inſerted in theſe ſhort 
Notes. Sir Robert Howard in his Tranſlation of 
this Mneid, which was Printed with his Poems 
in the Year 1660; has given us the moſt Learned, 
and the moſt Judicious Obſervations on this Book, 
which are extant in our Language. 


Line 734. Lo to the ſecret Shadows I retire, 
To pay my Penance, till my Tears expire. 


Theſe two Verſes in Engliſh ſeem very different 
from the Latin. 


Diſcedam; explebo numerum, reddarque tenebris. 


Let they are the Senſe of Virgil; at leaſt, ac- 
cording to the common Interpretation of this place: 


I wal 
the S 
{and 
of th 
viole 
that i 
For 5 


be of 


He 
only 
Perh: 
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I will withdraw from your Company; retire to 
the Shades, and perform my Penance of a Thou- 
{and Years, But I muſt confeſs the Interpretation 
of thoſe two words, explebo numerum is ſomewhat 
violent, if it be thus underſtood, mmuam numerum ; 
that is, I will leſſen your Company by my departure. 
For Deiphobus being a Ghoſt, can hardly be ſaid to 
be of their Number. Perhaps the Poet means by ex- 
plebo numerum, abſolvam ſententiam: As if Dei- 
phobus reply'd to the Sibil, who was angry at his 
long Viſit : I will only take my laſt leave of A.- 
neas, my Kinſman and my Friend, with one hear- 
ty good-with for his Health and Well-fare, and 
then leave you to proſecute your Voyage. That 
Wiſh is expreſs'd in the words immediately follow- 
ing, I Decus, I noſtrum, &c. Which contain a 
direct Anſwer to what the 76:7 ſaid before: When 
ſhe upbraided their long Diſcourſe, Nos flendo du- 
cimus horas. This Conjecture is new, and there- 
fore left to the diſcretion of the Reader. 


L. 981. Know firſt that HeaV'n, and Earth's com- 
patted Frame, 
And flowing Waters, and the Starry Flame, 
And both the radiant Lights, &c. 


Principio Cælum, & terras, campoſque liquen- 
| Fes | 
Lucentemque globum Luna, Titaniaque A. 
ſt Yay Cc. 


Here the Sun is not expreſs'd, but the Moon 
only ; though a leſs, and alſo a leſs radiant Light. 
Perhaps the Copies of DE are all falſe; and 
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that inſtead of Titaniaque Aſtra, he writ Titana- 
que & Aſtra ; and according to thoſe words I have 
made my Tranſlation. Tis moſt certain, that the 
Sun ought not to be omitted ; for he is frequently 
call'd the Life and Soul of all the World : And 
nothing bids ſo fair for a vifible Divinity to thoſe 
who know no better, than that glorious Lumina- 
ry. The Platoniſts call God the Archetypall Sun, 
and the Sun the viſible Deity, the inward vital 
Spirit in the Center of the Univerſe, or that Bo- 
dy to which that Spirit 1s united, and by which 
it exerts it ſelf moſt powerfully. Now it was the 
receivd Hypotheſis amongſt the Pythagoreans, 
that the Sun was ſcituate in the Center of the 
World: Plato had it from them, and was himſelf 
of the ſame Opinion; as appears by a paſſage in 
the Timæus: From which Noble Dialogue is this 
part of Virgil's Poem taken. 


Line 1157. Great Cato there, for gravity re- 
_ nown'd, &c. 


Quis te, Magne Cato, &c. 


There is no Queſtion but Virgil here means Ca- 
to Major, or the Cenſor. But the Name of Cato 
being alſo mention d in the Eighth HMneid, I 
doubt whether he means the ſame Man in both pla- 
ces. I have ſaid in the Preface, that our Poet was 
of Republican Principles; and have given this for 
one Reaſon of my Opinion, that he prais'd Cato 
in that Line. 


Secretiſque piis, his dantem jura Catonem. 
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And accordingly plac'd him in the Elyſian Fields. 
Montaign thinks this was Cato the Utican, the 
great Enemy of Arbitrary Power, and a profeſs'd 
Foe to Julius Ceſar. Ruzus wou'd perſwade us 
that Virgil meant the Cenſor. But why ſhou'd 
the Poetname Cato twice, if he intended the ſame 
perſon ? Our Author is too frugal of his Words 
and Senſe, to commit Tautologies in either. His 
Memory was not likely to betray him into ſuch an 


Errour. Nevertheleſs I continue in the ſame O- 
Pinion, concerning the Principles of our Poet. He 
_ declares them ſufficiently in this Book: Where he 
praiſes the firſt Brutus for expelling the Tarquins, 


giving Liberty to Rome, and putting to Death his 
own Children, who conſpir'd to reſtore Tyranny : 
He calls him only an unhappy Man, for being 
forc'd to that ſevere Action. JT 


Infelix, utcunque ferent ea facta Minores, 
Vincet amor 'Patrie, laudumque immenſa Cu- 
pido. 


Loet the Reader weigh theſe two Verſes, and he 
muſt be convinc'd that Iam in the right: And that 
I have not much in jur'd my Maſter in my Tranſla- 
tion of them. 


Line 1140. Embrace again, my Sons; be Foes no 
more; 
Nor Alain Your Country with her Childrens gore : 


And thou the firſt, lay down thy lawleſs claim, 


Thou of my Blood, who bear'ſt the Julian Name. 
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This Note, which is out of its proper place, I 
deferr'd on purpoſe, to place it here : Becauſe it 
diſcovers the Principles of our Poet more plainly 
than any of the reſt. 


Tuque prior, tu parce, genus qui ducis Qlympo, 
Projice tela manu, Sanguis mens { 8 


Anchiſes here ſpeaks to Julius Ceſar; and com- 
mands him firſt to lay down Arms ; which is a 
plain condemnation of his Cauſe. Yet obſerve our 
Poet's incomparable Addrefs : For though he ſhews 
himſelfſufficiently to be a Common-wealth's-man ; 
yet in reſpe& to Auguſtus, who was his Patron, 
he uſes the Authority of a Parent, in the Perſon 
of Anchiſes ; who had more right to lay this In- 
junction on Cæſar than on Pompey ; becauſe the 
latter was not of his Blood. Thus our Author 
cautiouſly veils his own opinion, and takes Sanctu- 
ary under Anchiſes; as if that Ghoſt wou'd have 
laid the ſame Command on Pompey alſo, had he 
been lineally deſcended from him. What cou'd be 
more judiciouſly contriv'd, when this was the 
e/Eneid which he choſe to read before his Ma- 
ſter ? 


Line 1222. A new Marcellus ſhall ariſe in thee. 
In Virgil thus. Tu Marcellus eris. 


How unpoetically and baldly had this been tran- 
ſlated; Thou ſbalt Marcellus be | Yet ſome of my 
Friends were of Opinion, that I miſtook the Senſe 
of Virgil in my Tranſlation. The French Inter- 
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1 preter obſerves nothing on this place; but that it 
it appears by it, the Mourning of Octavia was yet 
y freſh, for the loſs of her Son Marcellus, whom the 


had by her firſt Husband : And who dyed in the 
Year aburbe condita, 731. And collets from 
0, thence that Virgil, reading this Mneid before her, 
in the ſame Year, had juſt finiſh'd it: That from 
this time to that of the Poet's Death, was little 


N- more than four Years. So that ſuppoſing him to 
a have written the whole Muneis in eleven Y ears ; 
ar the firſt ſix Books muſt have taken up ſeven of thoſe 
vs Years: On which Account the fix laſt, muſt of ne- 
ls ceſſity be leſs correct. 
n, Now for the falſe judgment of my Friends, there 
IN is but this little to be ſaid for them; the words of 
of Virgil, in the Verſe preceding are theſe, 
e 
or — —S$;qua fata aſpera rumpas. 
u- 


ve As if the Poet had meant, if you break through 
he your hard Deſtiny, ſo as to be born, you ſhall be 


be call'd Marcellus: But this cannot be the Senſe : for 
he though Marcellus was born, yet he broke not 
la- through thoſe hard Decrees, which doom'd him 


to ſo immature a Death. Much leſs can Virgil 
mean, you ſhall be the ſame Marcellus by the 
Tranſmigration of his Soul. For according to 
the Syſtem of our Author, a Thouſand Years muſt 
be firſt elaps'd, before the Soul can return into a 
n- Human Body; but the firſt Marcellus was ſlain 
ny in the ſecond Punick War. And how many hun- | 
le dred Years were yet wanting, to the accompliſh. _F 
er- ing his penance, . may with eaſe bs gather'd, b 
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computing the time betwixt Scipio and Auguſtus. 
By which tis plain, that Virgil cannot mean the 
lame Marcellus; but one of his Deſcendants ; 
whom I call a new Marcellus. 3 who ſo much re- 
ſembled his Anceſtor, perhaps in his Features, and 
his Perſon, but certainly in his Military Virtues, 
that Virgil cries out, quantum inſtar in ip ſo eft ! 
which have tranſlated, 


How like the former, and almoſt the ſame. 
Line 1236. 
Two Gates the ſilent Houſe of Sleep adorn; 
Of poliſhd Fo'ry this; that of tranſparent Horn. 


Virgil borrow'd this Imagination from Homer, 


Odyſſes the 9th. Line 562. The Tranſlation gives 


the reaſon, why true Prophetic Dreams are ſaid 
to paſs through the Gate of Horn, by adding the 
Epithete tranſparent : Which is not in Virgil; 
whoſe Words are only theſe; 


Sunt Seminc Somni portæ; quarum altera fertur 
Cornea 


What i 18 pervious to the Sight 1s clear; and (al- 
luding to this Property,) the Poet infers ſuch 
Dreams are of Divine Revelation. Such as paſs 
through: the Iv'ry Gate, are of the contrary Na- 


ture; poliſh'd Lies. But there is a better Reaſon 


to be giyvn: For the Iv'ry alludes to the Teeth, 
the Horn to the Eyes. What we ſee is more cre- 
dible, than what we only hear ; that is, Words 
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that paſs through the Portal of the Mouth, or 


Hedge of the Teeth: (which is Homer's expreſſion 
for ſpeaking.) 


En. the 7th, Line 109. Strange to relate, the 
Flames involy'd in Smoke, &c. 


Virgil, in this place, takes Notice of a great 
Secret in the Raman Divination: The Lambent 
Fires, which roſe above the Head, or play'd a- 
bout it, were Signs of Proſperity, ſuch were thoſe 
which he obſerv'd in the ſecond e,A#neid: which 
were ſeen mounting from the Crown of Aſca- 
tu, 


Ecce levis ſummo de vertice viſus Juli 
Fundere lumen apex. 


Smoky Flames, (or involv'd in Smoke) were 
of a mix'd Omen; ſuch were thoſe which are here 
deſcrib'd: For Smoke ſignifies Tears, becauſe it 
produces them, and Flames Happineſs. And there- 
fore Virgil ſays that this Oſtent was not only mi- 
rabile viſit, but horrendum. 


Line 367. Qne only Daughter heirs my Crown 
and State. 


This has ſeem'd to ſome an odd Paſſage : That 
a King ſhou'd offer his Daughter and Heir, to a 
Stranger Prince, and a Wanderer, before he had 
ſeen him, and when he had only heard of his ar- 
rival on his Coaſts: But theſe Criticks have not 
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well conſiderd the Simplicity of former times 
when the Heroines almoſt courted the Marriage 
of illuſtrious Men. Yet Virgil here obſerves the 
rule of Decency ; Lavinia offers not her ſelf: Tis 
Latinus, who propounds the Match: And he had 
been foretold, both by an Augur, and an Oracle, 
that he ſhould have a foreign Son- in-Law; who 
was alſo a Heroe. Fathers, in thoſe ancient Ages, 
conſidering Birth and Virtue, more than Fortune, 
in the placing of their Daughters. Which I cou'd 
prove by various Examples: The contrary of 
which being now practis d, I dare not ſay in our 
Nation, but in France, has not a little darken'd 
the Luſtre of their Nobility. That Lavinia was 
averſe to this Marriage, and for what Reaſon, I 
{hall prove in its proper place. 


L. 1020. And where Abella ſees, 
From her high Tow'rs, the Harveſt of her Trees, 


I obſerve that Virgil names not Nola, which 
was not far diſtant from Abella: perhaps, becauſe 
that City, (the ſame in which Auguſtus dyed after- 
wards; had once refus d to give him entertain- 
ment; if we may believe the Author of his Life. 
Homer heartily curſes another City which had 
us'd him on the ſame manner: But our Author 
thought his Silence of the Nolans a ſufficient cor - 
rection. When a Poet paſſes by a Place or Per- 
ſon, though a fair Occaſion offers of remembring 
them, tis a ſign he is, or thinks himſelf, much 
W 
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En. 8. L. 34. So when the Sun by Day, the Moon 
by Night, 
Strike on the poliſhid Braſs their trembling 
Light, &c. 


This Similitude is litterally taken from Apollo- 
nius Rhodius; and tis hard to ſay, whether the 
Original or the Tranſlation excels. But in the 
Shield which he deſcribes afterwards in this A 
neid, he as much tranſcends his Maſter Homer; 


as the Arms of Glaucus were richer than thoſe 


of Diomedes. X ot X2Axctev. 


Lines 115, and 116. Aneas takes the Mother, 
and her Brood, 


And all ou Juno's Altar are beſtow'd. 


The Tranſlation is infinitely ſhort of Virgil, 
whoſe Words are theſe; 


—T 64 enim, tibi maxima Juno 
Mactat ſacra ferens, & cum grege ſiſtit ad aram. 


For I cou d not turn the word Euim into Eng- 
liſh with any Grace. Though it was of ſuch ne- 
ceſlity, in the Roman Rites, that a Sacrifice could 
not be perform'd without it; tis of the ſame 
nature (if I may preſume to name that ſacred 
* in our words of Conſecration at the 

tar. 
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neid the gth. Lines 853, 854. At the full tretch 
of both his Hands, he drew; 
And almoſt join*d the Horns of the tough Eugh. 


The firſt of theſe Lines, is all of Monoſyllables; 
and both Verſes are very rough: But of choices 
for it had been eaſie for me to have ſmooth'd 
them. But either my Ear deceives me, or they 
expreſs the thing which I intended in their Sound: 
For the ſtreſs of a Bow which is drawn to the 
full extent, is expreſsd in the harſhneſs of the 
firſt Verſe, clogg d not only with Monoſyllables, 
but with Conſonants z and theſe words, the tough 
Eugh, which conclude the ſecond line, ſeem as 
forceful, as they are Unharmonious. Homer and 
Virgil are both frequent in their adapting Sounds 
to the thing they ſignifie. One Example will 
ſerve for both; becauſe J irgil borrow'd the fol- 
low ing Verſes Nom Homer's Oayfſes. | 


Und E uruſque Notuſque ruunt crebergue procellis 
Africus, & vaſtos voluunt ad litora fluctus. 


Tor & Ev205%, Nitoge neo, TZepugnzs Sve, 
Kal Bogln; ah evelns, Aulya x9 2 OT: NA 

Our Language is not often ca pable of theſe 
Beauties : though ſometimes I hive copied them, 
of which theſe Verſes are an Inſtance. 


1 1095. His ample Shield 
: ls Falſiß d; and round with Jav'lins Js. 
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When I read this e/ZEneid to many of my 
Friends, in company together, moſt of them quar- 
rell'd at the word falſify'd, as an Innovation in 
our Language. The Fact is confeſs'd; for I re- 
member not to have read it in any Eugliſb Au- 
thor; though perhaps it may be found in Sper- 
cer's Fairy Queen: But ſuppoſe it be not there: 
Why am I forbidden to borrow from the Italian, 
(a poliſh'd Language) the word which is wanting 
in my Native Tongue? Terence has often Gre- 
cis'd: Lucretius has follow'd his Example; and 
| pleaded for it; fic quia me Ccogit patrii Sermonis 
Egeſtas. Virgil has confirm'd it by his frequent 
practice, and even Cicero in Proſe, wanting terms 
of Philoſophy in the Latin Tongue, has taken 


them from Ariſtotle's Greek. Horace has given 


us a Rule for Coining Words, / Greco fonte ca- 
dunt, Eſpecially when other words are join d 
with them, which explain the Senſe. I ule the 
word falſifie in this place, to mean that the 
Shield of Turnus was not of Proof againſt the 
Spears and Javelins of the Trojans, which had 
pierc'd it through and through (as we ſay) in 
many places. The words which accompany this 
new one, make my meaning plain; according to 
the Precept which Horace gave. But I faid 1 
borrow'd the Word from the Italian: Vide Ario- 
ſto, Cant. 26. 


Ma i PUsbergo A Ambi era perfetto 
Che mat poter falſarlo in neſſun Canto. 
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Falſar cannot otherwiſe be turn d, than by fal- 
fity'd; for his Shield was falſed, is not Exgliſb. 


I might indeed have contented my ſelf with ſay- 


ing his Shield was pierc'd, and board, and ſtuck 
with Javelins; Nec ſuſſicit Umbo Ictibus. They 
who will not admit a new word, may take the 
old; the matter 1s not worth diſpute. 


e/Emetd the 101h. A Choir of Nereids, &c. 
Theſe were transform d from Ships to Sea - Nymphs: 


This is almoſt as violent a Machine, as the death 


of Aruns by a Goddeſs in the Ep:ſode of Camilla. 
But the Poet makes uſe of it with greater Art : 
For here it carries on the main Defign. Theſe 
new made Divinities, not only tell Mnueas what 
had paſs'd in his Camp during his abſence; and 
what was the preſent Diſtreſs of his Beſieg d Peo- 
ple; and that his Horſe-men whom he had ſent 
by Land, were ready to join him at his Deſcent, 
but warn him to provide for Battel the next day, 
and foretell him good ſucceſs. So that this Epi- 
ſodical Machine is properly a part of the great 
Poem; For beſides what I have ſaid, they pult on 
his Navy with Celeſtial Vigour, that it might 
reach the Port more ſpeedily, and take the Ene- 
my more unprovided to reſiſt the Landing. Where- 
as the Machine relating to Camilla, is only Orna- 
mental: For it has no effect, which I can find, but 
to pleaſe the Reader, who is concern'd, that her 
Death ſhou'd be reveng'd. 
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Lines 241, 243. Now Sacred Siſters, open all 
your Spring, 
The Tuſcan Leaders, and their Army ſing ; 


The Poet here begins to tell the Names of the 
Tuſcan Captains who follow'd Mneas to the 
War : And I obſerve him to be very particular in 


the deſcription of their Perſons, and not forgetful 


of their Manners: Exact alſo, in the Relation of 
the Numbers which each of them Command. I 
doubt not but as in the fifth Book, he gave us the 
Names of the Champions, who contended for the 
ſeveral Prizes, that he might oblige many of the 
moſt Ancient Roman Families, their Deſcendants 
and as in the 7th Book, he muſter'd the Auxili- 
ary Forces of the Latins, on the ſame Account; ſo 
here he gratifies his Tuſcan Friends, with the like 
remembrance of their Anceſtors; and above the 
reſt, Mecænas his great Patron: Who being of a 
Royal Family in Etruria, was probably repre- 
ſented under one of the Names here mention'd, 
then known among the Romans, though at ſo 
great a diſtance unknown to us. And for his 
ſake chiefly, as I gueſs, he makes e_Aneas (by 
whom he always means Augustus) to ſeek for Aid 
in the Country of Mecænas, thereby to indear his 
Protector to his Emperor; as if there had been a 
former Friendſhip betwixt their Lines. And who 
knows, but Mecænas might pretend that the Cz/- 
nian Family was derivd from Tarchon, the Chief 
Commander of the Taſcans. 
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Line 662. Nor 1, his mighty Sire, coud ward 


the Blow. 


I have mention'd this Paſſage in my Preface to 
the Auneis; to prove, that Fate was ſup:rior 
to the Gods; and that Joe cou'd neither defer 
nor alter its Decrees. Sir Robert Howard has ſince 
been pleas'd to ſend me the concurrent Teſtimony 
of Ovid; tis in the laſt Book of his Metamorpho- 
ſes; where Venus complains, that her Deſcendant, 
Jes Czſar, was in danger of being Murther'd 

y Brutus and Caſſius, at the head of the Common- 
wealth-Faction, and deſires them to prevent that 
Barbarous Aſſaſſination. They are mov'd to Com- 
paſſion ; they are concern d for Cæſar; but the 
Poet plainly tells us, that it was not in their Pow- 
er to change Deſtiny : All they cou'd do, was to 
teſtifie their ſorrow for his approaching Death, by 
fore-ſhewing it with Signs and Prodigiesz as ap- 
pears by the following Lines. 


Talea nequicquam toto Venus aurea Cœlo 
Verba jacit : Superoſque movet : Qui rumpere 
quangquam | 3 | 
Ferrea non poſſunt veterum decreta Sororum, 
Signa tamen luctus dant haud incerta futuri. 


Then ſhe addreſſes to her Father Jupiter, ho- 
ping Aid from him, becauſe he was thought Om- 
nipotent. But he, it ſeems, cou d do as little as 
the reſt, for he anſwers thus. 


— 


* 


Senne! 


— 
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bla inſuperabile Fatum 

Nata, movere paras ? intres licet ipſa ſororum, 
Tect᷑a trium ; cernes lic molimine vaſto 

Ex ere, & ſolido rerum tabularia ferro; 
Quæ neque concurſum Coli, neque fulminis iram, 
Nec metuunt ullas tuta atque æterna ruinas. 
Invenieès illic inciſa Adamante perenni 

Fata tui Generis, legi ipſe, animoque notavi, 
Et referam: ne ſis etiamnum ignara futuri. 

Hic ſua complevit; (pro quo Cytherea laboras, ) 
Tempora, perfectis quos Terre debuit, annis, &c. 


Jupiter you ſee is only Library-Keeper, gr 
Cuſtos Rotulorum to the Fates: For he offers his 
Daughter a Caſt of his Office, to give her a Sight 
of their Decrees; which the inferior Gods were 
not permitted to read without his leave. This a- 
grees with what I have ſaid already in the Pre- 
face; that they not having ſeen the Records, 
might believe they were his own Hand-writing; 


and conſequently at his diſpoſing either to blot 


out, or alter, as he ſaw convenient. And of this 
Opinion was Juno in thoſe words, tua qui potes 
or ſa reflectas. Now the abode of thoſe Deſtinies 
being in Hell, we cannot wonder why the Swear- 
ing by Styx, was an inviolable Oath amongſt the 
Gods of Heaven, and that Jupiter himſelf ſhould 
fear to be accus'd of Forgery by the Fates, if he 
alter'd any thing in their Decrees. Chaos, Night, 
and Erebus, being the moſt Antient of the Dei- 
ties, and inſtituting thoſe fundamental Laws, by 
which he was afterwards to govern, Heſſod gives 

Vor. III. KKK 
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us the Genealogy of the Gods, and I think I may 
ſafely infer the reſt. I will only add, that Ho- 


been obſerv'd, that the word Tvy?), or Fortune, 
15 not to be found 1n his two Poems; but inſtead 
of it, always Ade. 


Aneid the 12th. Lines 888, and 889. 
Sea- born Meſſapus, with Atinas, heads 
The Latin Squadrons ; and to Battel leads. 


The Poet had ſaid, in the preceding lines, that 
Mneſtheus, Sereſthus, and Ahlas, led on the Tro- 
jans, the Tuſtans, and the Arcadians; But none 
of the Printed Copies, which I have ſeen, menti- 
on any Leader of the Ratulians and Latins, but 
Meſſapus the Son of Neptune. Nuæus takes no- 
tice of this paſlage, and ſeems to wonder at it z but 


gives no Reaſon, why Meſſapus is alone without 
a Coadjutor. 


The four Verſes of Virgil run thus. 
Tote adeò converſe acies, omneſque Latini 


Et Meſſapus equum Domitor, & fortis Aſylas 

Tuſcorumque Phalanx, Evanarique Arcadis ale. 
I doubt not but the third Line was Originally thus, 

Et Meſſapus equum domitor, & fortis Atinas : 


For the two Names of A//as and Atinas are 
ſo like, that one might eafily be miſtaken for the 
other by the Tranſcribers. And to fortify this 
Opinion, we find afterward, in the relation of 


mer was more a Fataliſt than Virgil: For it has 


Omnes Dardanidæ, Mneftheus, acerque Sereſthus 
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Sages to Turnus, that Atinas is join'd with Me/* 
ſapus. | 


Soli, pro portis, Meſſapus & acer Alinas 


Suſtentant aciem. 


In general I obſerve, not only in this Mneia, 
but in all the fixth laſt Books, that e_/#reas is 
never {een on Horſe-back, and but once before as 
I remember, in the Fourth when he hunts with 
Dido. The Reaſon of this, 1f I gueſs aright, was 
a ſecret Compliment which the Poet made to his 
Country-men the Romans; the Strength of whoſe 
Armies conſiſted moſt in Foot; which, I think, 
were all Romans and Italians. But their Wings 
or Squadrons, were, made up of their Allies, who 
were Foreigners. 


neid the 12th. Lines 100, 101, 102. 
At this, a flood of Tears Lavinia ſhed; 
A crimſon Bluſh her beauteous Face ver-ſpread ; : 
Varying her Cheeks, by turns, with white and red. 


Amata, ever partial to the Cauſe of Turnus, 
had juſt before defir'd him, with all manner of 
earneſtneſs, not to ingage his Rival in ſingle Fight; 
which was his preſent Reſolution. Virgil, though 
in favour of his Heroe, he never tells us directly, 
that Lavinia preferr d Turnus to Mnueas, yet 
has inſinuated this preference twice before. F or 
mark in the 7th neid, ſhe left her Father, who 


had promis d her to AÆneas without asking her 
conſent : And follow d her Mother into the Woods, 
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with a Troop of Bacchanals, where Amata ſung 
the Marriage Song, in the Name of Turnus; which 


if ſhe had diſlik d, ſhe might have oppos d. Then 


in the 11th Huneid, when her Mother went to 
the Temple of Pallas, to invoke her Aid againſt 
e/Eneas ; whom ſhecalls by no better Name than 
Phrygius Prædo, Lavinia ſits by her in the ſame 
Chair or Litter, uxtaque Comes Lavinia Virgo, 
— Oculos de jecta decoros. What greater ſign 
of Love, than Fear and Concernment for the Lo- 
ver? In the lines which I have quoted ſhe not on- 
ly ſheds Tears, but changes Colour. She had been 
bred up with Turnus, and C/Eneas was wholly 
a Stranger to her. Turnus in probability was her 
firſt Love; and favour'd by her Mother, who had 
the Aſcendant over her Father. But I am much 
deceiv'd, if (beſides what I have ſaid) there be 
not a ſecret Satire againſt the Sex, which is lurk- 
ing under this Deſcription of Virgil, who ſeldom 
ſpeaks well of Women: Better indeed of Camilla, 
than any other; for he commends her Beauty and 
Valour : Becauſe he wou*d concern the Reader for 
her Death. But Valour is no very proper Praiſe 


for Womankind z and Beauty is common to the Sex. 


He ſays alſo ſomewhat of Andromache, but tran- 
fiently : And his Venus is a better Mother than 
a Wife, for ſhe owns to Vulcan ſhe had a Son by 
another Man. The reſt are Juno s, Dianas, Di- 
do's, Amata's, two mad Propheteſſes, three Har- 
pies on Earth, and as many Furies under ground. 
This Fable of Lavinia includes a ſecret Moral; 
that Women in their choice of Husbands, prefer 
the younger of their Suitors to the elder; are in- 
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ſenſible of Merit, fond of Handſomneſs ; and ge- 
nerally ſpeaking, rather hurried away by their Ap- 
petite, than govern'd by their Reaſon. 


L. 1191, & 1192. This let me beg; (and this no 
no Fates withſtan 


Both for my ſelf, and for your Father's Land, &c. 


The words in the Original are theſe, pro Latio 
obteſtor, pro Majeſtate tuorum. Virgil very art- 
fully uſes here the word Majeſtas; which the Ro- 
mans lov'd ſo well, that they appropriated it to 
themſelves. Majeſtas Popul: Romani. This Ti- 
tle apply'd to Kings, is very Modern, and that is 
all I will fay of it at preſent : Though the word 
requires a larger Note. In the word tuorum, is 
included the ſenſe of my Tranſlation, Jour Father's 
Land: Becauſe Saturn the Father of Fove, had 
govern'd that part of Italy, after his expulſion 
from Crete. But that on which I moſt inſiſt, is 
the Addreſs of the Poet, in this Speech of Juno. 
Virgil was ſufficiently ſenſible, as I have ſaid in 


the Preface, that whatever the common Opinion 


was, concerning the Deſcent of the Romans from 


the Trojans; yet the Ancient Cuſtoms, Rites, Laws, 


and Habits, of thoſe Trojans were wholly loſt, 
and perhaps alſo that they had never been : And 
for this Reaſon, he introduces Juno in this place; 
requeſting of a that no Memory might re- 


main of Troy (the Town ſhe hated) that the Peo- 


ple hereafter ſhould not be called Trojans, nor 


retain any thing which belong'd to their Prede- 


ceſſors. And why might not this alſo be con- 


#\ 
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certed betwixt our Author and his Friend Horace, 
to hinder Augaſtus from Re- building Troy, and 
removing thither the Seat of Empire, a deſign 
ſo unpleaſing to the Romans? But of this, I am 
not pofitive, becauſe I have not conſulted 4 Acier, 
and the-reſt of the Criticks, to aſcertain the time 


in which Horace writ the Ode relating to that Sub- 
ject. 


L. 1224, & 1225. Deep in the diſmal Regions, 
voie of Light 4 8 
Three Siſters, at a Birth, were born to Night. 


The Father of theſe, (not here mention'd) was 
Acheron : the Names of the three, were Alecko, 
Maægera, and Ty{iphone. They were call'd Furies 
in Hell, on Earth Harpies, and in Heaven Diræ: 
Two of theſe aſſiſted at the Throne of Jupiter, 
and were employed by him, to puniſh the wicked- 
neſs of Mankind. Theſe two muſt be Magera, 
and Ty/iphone : Not Alecto: For Juno expreſly 
commands her to return to Hell, from whence ſhe 
came; and gives this Reaſon. 


Te ſuper Aiberias errare licentius auras, 
Haud Pater ipſe velit ſummi Regnator Olympt : 
Cede lacks. 


Probably this Dire, un-nam'd by the Poet in 
this Place, might be Ty/phone ; for though we find 
her in Hell, in the fixth /Zneid, employ d in the 


puniſhment of the damn'd, 
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Continuo ſontes, Ultrix accincta flagello 
Tyſip bone quatit inſultans, &c. 


Yet afterwards ſhe is on Earth in the Tenth 
e/Eneid, and amidſt the Battel, Pallida Tiſi- 
phone media inter Millia ſævit. Which I gueſs 
to be Tyſiphone, the rather, by the Etimology of 
her Name; which is compounded of Tis ulciſcor; 
and g cedes. Part of her Errand being to af- 
fright Turnus, with the Stings of a guilty Con- 
ſcience; and denounce Vengeance againſt him for 
breaking the firſt Treaty, by refuſing to yield La- 
vinia to Mneas, to whom ſhe was promis'd by 
her Father, and conſequently, for being the Au- 
thor of an unjuſt War; and alſo for violating the 
ſecond Treaty, by declining the ſingle combat, 
which he had ſtipulated with his Rival, and call'd 
the Gods to witneſs before their Altars. As for 
the Names of the Harpies, (ſo call'd on Earth) 
Heſiod tells us they were Iris, Aello, and Ocypete. 
Virgil calls one of them Celeno: This I doubt not 


was Alecto; whom Virgil calls in the third e/#Z- 


neid, Furiarum maxima : And in the ſixth again, 
by the ſame Name Furiarum maxima, juxta 
accubat, That ſhe was the chief of the Furies, 


appears by her deſcription in the ſeventh Mnueid: 
To which, for haſte, I refer the Reader. 
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